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Chapter 1 


“For the wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life in 
Jesus Christ our Lord.” 


The Rev. Astrid Arbuckle, sounded rather effeminate - not 
really surprising, seeing as she was a woman. Her predecessor, 
Canon John Redhead, could make a biblical quote sound like direct 
order from God; if he said, “the wages of sin is death”, you expected 
to be struck down where you stood. But Astrid was of the new 
breed, “death” held no more threat from her lips than being told you 
wouldn't get any Custard Creams with your tea. 


Margaret didn’t hold with women priests. She preferred her 
Fire and Brimstone unquenched. She constantly put the fear of god 
up her husband, but Eric Honeypot was more earthbound than 
ethereal; he believed in the wrath of Margaret - he’d experienced it 
first-hand often enough - but the ramblings of a priest, or the 
hokum of the Bible, were entirely lost on him. 


St Brigid’s Church in Coombe Dingle was rarely full, not even 
for weddings or funerals and Sunday mornings were particularly 
quiet. Some weeks the Honeypots and Margaret’s ancient parents 
were the only congregants. Stephen and Barbara always sat nearest 
the aisle - ‘better access to the facilities’ - Margaret always sat next 
to her mother, Eric always sat beside Margaret and Moira always sat 
next to her father; always in the front pews. Margaret and her 
parents would sing the hymns at the top of their voices, Eric would 
mumble bits of them incoherently into his grey, goatee beard and 
Moira would generally be texting on her mobile. 


If “Jesus Christ was the Lamb of God...’, Eric was more of a 
sheep - and rather a grey sheep at that. Everything he did in life he 
did because someone else expected it of him. He did have some 
thoughts of his own, as to how certain things should be done; 
perhaps how they should bring up their daughter, or maybe, even, 
what colour they should decorate the kitchen, but he never voiced 
these opinions and so they were lost - even to himself. Religion was 
just one more avenue he walked along, never considering why it 
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was there or what it all meant. If Jesus was to reappear and came to 
join them for tea and biscuits in the vestry, it wouldn’t have changed 
Eric’s life one iota. It was Margaret’s insistence that they all went to 
church, every Sunday, he only went because that was what was 
expected of him. He had no idea why Moira tagged along; she was 
sixteen now and could have exercised her right to have a lie in, or 
just stay at home on the computer and chat to her “friends” on 
Facebook or do whatever it was teenagers do on a Sunday - or any 
other day for that matter; this was another thing Eric was painfully 
unaware of. Perhaps, she was there for the same reason as him? 


After church, they would always go and ‘break bread’ with the 
in-laws. Occasionally, on very special occasions like Easter or 
Whitsun, it might be a roast, but usually it was stale cake and crispy 
sandwiches. Eric always called them “the out-laws”, but only to 
himself. He would never dare to share this observation with anyone 
else. These suppers usually went on until late evening and always 
resulted in an early night... but not in the sense most people would 
predicate the phrase. In the Honeypot house the bedroom was a 
room with a bed in it, and the bed was the place where they slept; 


Eric often sporadically... 
* 


Bleak House... he placed the book on his bedside cabinet and 
pushed his glasses to the top of his head. Margaret had rolled over 
and was already asleep, snoring loudly; her more attractive side 
turned towards him. The tiny bedside lamp emitted just enough 
light for him to read, but insufficient to disturb her slumber. He was 
thankful for that. He hadn't started the book yet; he’d picked it off 
the bookshelf because reading Dickens had never failed to send him 
off. He hadn’t been sleeping well of late; insidious thoughts kept 
creeping into his consciousness and had become more and more 
pernicious the nearer he got to the spectre of middle age. Bleak 
House just about summed up his life - notwithstanding the fact they 
lived in a bungalow. 


He couldn't kid himself; his marriage to Margaret was never 
one founded on love or respect. If the truth be told, he’d resented 
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his betrothed even before they’d tied the knot. That resentment 
began, in a fleeting moment of sobriety, seconds before he’d 
impregnated her. But like a run-away juggernaut, the inevitable 
disaster could not be averted. He was trapped; and had neither the 
necessary skills, nor the guts, to communicate his agony to the 
woman. From that day forward, the only thing the two of them had 
in common was their daughter, Moira. 


He had his work to occupy the hours of daylight, but Margaret, 
ensnared not only in this loveless marriage, but also in the asinine 
whirl of the ‘mothers and babies’ carousel, went for years never 
having an adult conversation with anyone more erudite that Mrs. 
Singh at the corner shop. And Mrs Singh spoke nothing but Punjabi. 
Margaret was the true unfortunate in this union, but he bore the 
bigger grudge. Whenever he looked at his wife, he saw grim visions 
of Amanda Jane Starling and heard the immortal words of Jim 
Bowen saying; “Look at what you could have won!” 


He’d fallen in-lust with AJS when they were at school and 
twenty-two years of absence, including twenty-one years of 
unwilling abstinence, had done nothing to dampen his ardour; she 
remained, to this day, the incomparable object of his desire. His wife 
came a pretty poor second. If possible, she’d slipped even further 
down the rankings with every year that passed, and now was 
hovering dangerously close to the relegation zone. Not that he 
would ever tell her. Divorce was just another dream that went 
unfulfilled. 


* 


His only release from his dreary existence - and even that gave 
him little solace these days - were the three nights a week she 
allowed him out. He used to think he was getting away, but now he 
realised it was more for her benefit than for his that, every Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday he would get a couple of hours, out of the 
house. These, highlights of the week, demonstrated more acutely 
than Margaret’s bitter tongue, the stark contrast between what he’d 
dreamt for himself as a teenager and where he’d ended up. He knew 
it was not unique among men on the cusp of forty; but the thought 
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that he was not alone did nothing to mitigate his sense of 
worthlessness. 

That night, just as his life should be beginning, Eric Honeypot 
sat in the Beaver’s Damn [sic] contemplating where it had all gone 


wrong... 
* 


Fossils and rocks. How did I ever end up being nursemaid to a 
bunch of fossils and fucking rocks? The only friends I’ve got are a 
couple of trilobites and a fifteen-kilogram sample of coprolite... Oh 
and Alan, of course. But he knew the answer well; it was a 
microcosm of his life, everything starting out with such high hopes, 
everything ending up as petrified shit. 

As he supped his beer he thought back to what had really 
attracted him to palaeontology in the first place. Then he pondered 
why he was stuck in a loveless marriage where the only sexual 
favours he received were those he bestowed on himself. The 
common denominator was - of course - Amanda Jane ‘fucking’ 
Starling! 

Why was she so interested in Geology? And why did I follow 
her into that A’ level class so willingly; it wasn’t just because I had 
my dick on my head... No, it was because she made the subject 
sound so glamorous, so exciting. Eric reminisced as he sipped a 
couple of mls of tepid, sour ale. He threw furtive glances around the 
pub. It wasn’t just the smoking ban keeping punters away. Joyce, the 
antipersonnel mine, who ran the place, and the only other person 
there, was a much more effective deterrent than any amount of 
Government legislation would ever accomplish. Strangely, his 
isolation was also his comfort; he knew why he’d followed Amanda 
Jane Starling into that class and he knew the only ‘rocks’ it involved 
were the two in his underpants, but with no one else around to 
witness his prevarication he felt he could get away with, lying to 
himself. 


Amanda Jane Starling’s father had been a geo-biologist. He’d 
travelled the world in search of rare and fascinating fossils and 
artefacts, which he would sell for thousands of pounds to museums 
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and private collectors. He’d brought back archaeopteryx from 
Bavaria; sabre-toothed tiger bones and even an entire Columbian 
Mammoth skeleton from California and a plethora of fossilised 
birds and extinct flora and fauna from Acua Mahuevo in the foothills 
of the South American Andes. 


One little trip up the fucking Orinoco would do me. Where’s 
the furthest place I’ve ever been? He scratched his head. Which is 
furthest from Bristol; Middlesbrough or the Isle of Wight? I don’t 
know; does it really matter? He picked up his glass and took a long 
swig. 

“Not too much now; you know you've got work in the morning.” 
Even though she was half a mile away he could still hear Margaret’s 
voice bouncing around inside his head; that annoyed him even 
more. He came out to get away from her constant nagging. Did she 
really have to say that every time he went out? He drank the rest of 
his half-pint in one swallow then ordered a full pint with a whisky 
chaser - after all it was his birthday. It was at times like this, when 
no one else was around, and he was already hacked off, that the 
smoking ban really stretched his spleen. If he was to light-up now 
the only life he would be endangering would be his own - Joyce was 
a smoker; she didn’t count. He’d be much more danger to life and 
limb, standing outside on the pavement, causing an obstruction to 
all the physically incapacitated citizens whizzing around on their 
electric mobility scooters. And Coombe Dingle had a lot of fat, lazy 
bastards. 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


Chapter 2 


The fossils and rocks repository, at Coombe Dingle Museum 
and Art Gallery, was a motley collection of glass fronted, mahogany 
cabinets along one wall and two, free-standing display cases, one at 
either end of a tiny, poorly lit dungeon. The walls of the museum 
had been tastefully decorated, circa 1850, and evidently never 
touched again since. Black stained patches of active Stachybotrys 
chartarum, in the upper corners of the room, told of the great flood 
back in ‘63. However, the bare bricks, peeping out from large cracks 
in the tobacco stained, lincrusta wallpaper revealed the 
craftsmanship that went into every detail of the original, grand 
Georgian building. The floor, re-laid after the flood using the latest 
and cheapest mock-parquet, plywood boards, was only in contact 
with the ground due to the weight of grime and dirt that lay upon it. 


The artefacts, displayed within the cabinets, ranged from 
delicate fern fossils in Welsh slate, dating from the Carboniferous 
period, a few miniature trilobites, in calcified Silurian sludge and a 
mound of petrified dinosaur shit from the late Jurassic. Pride of 
place, in the middle of the room, atop a hexagonal monolith of 
sandstone, stood a magnificent, polished, two-foot diameter, 
fossilised ammonite, perfect in every detail. 


Alan the ammonite, was a titanite. He had survived two world 
wars atop his catcastle pillar and many a conflict prior to that in the 
deep, rudaceous sediments of the River Severn estuary where he 
was found. When Eric came to the museum in ’91 he was told that 
Alan was 67 million years old. Eric, being young and enthusiastic, 
had decided to give him a birthday party and had baked him a cake. 
Today, by Eric’s reckoning, Alan was 67 million and eighteen; he 
bought him a bottle of Glenmorangie and two Chelsea buns. After 
all, it’s not every day one’s best mate turns 67 million and eighteen, 
is it? 

* 

As he toasted his friend, Eric remembered his own eighteenth. 

It was still vivid in his recollection. It was the nearest he’d ever got 
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to conquering the aforementioned Amanda Jane ‘fucking’ Starling. If 
it hadn’t been for the half bottle of Glenmorangie he’d consumed 
that night he might even have succeeded. It was late August 1987 
and all the old gang were still living in Middlesbrough, before they 
went off to uni. Eric was never really part of ‘the old gang’, but 
they’d used his birthday as an excuse to get slaughtered and he’d 
tagged along. 


In a dark alley, between two abandoned warehouses, behind 
the Club Bongo in Bridge Street, was a patch of rough gravel, as yet 
unlittered by used prophylactics or soiled tampons, and which did 
not smell too badly of stale urine. She had taken him in hand and 
led him to this nirvana. It was all new and exciting to Eric, but, 
blinded as he was with anticipation, he still couldn’t dismiss the 
thought that Amanda Jane Starling had been there before. She 
hadn't even kissed him, but already his hormones had assumed 
control of his brain. His penis, like a racing greyhound, was 
straining at the leash; begging for the traps to open so it could get a 
good run at the furry prey. Unfortunately, due to the earlier 
consumption of vast amounts of diuretic in the form of the 12-year- 
old single malt, there was another race going on in his underpants 
between his bladder and his balls, and the bladder won. When she 
finally managed to get him out, from the button-fly of his Levi 501’s, 
all she got for her efforts was a golden shower across her unfettered 
breasts - not that she appeared to mind. In fact, it seemed to make 
her even keener than before. But by this time Eric’s embarrassment 
was so acute, no amount of coaxing would encourage his manhood 
to rise again and eventually he skulked off home. AJ ‘fucking’ S and 
the others partied on without him. 

The night was not a complete disaster; just the thought of her 
hand, fumbling around in his Jockeys was enough to give him a 


lifetime of enjoyable, autoerotic moments. 
* 


Eric flicked through his diary; he wanted to record Alan’s 
birthday. ‘July... August... 20%, 23'4... are here we are, August 26', 
2016, Friday... Bugger!’ Whilst most pages in the diary were 
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blissfully uncluttered by appointments, Friday 26 already had an 
entry. All it said was King’s Weston Summer Project, but what it 
really meant was; hordes of snotty little brats - abandoned by 
working parents into the hands of two, mad grandmothers in 
pleated skirts, thick stockings and orthopaedic sandals, who knitted 
their own muesli from bio-degradable rain-forests and cat litter - 
would soon be descending on his peaceful domain, asking stupid 
questions and putting sticky fingers all over his glass cabinets and 
Alan’s shell. He tucked his diary back into the drawer and went 
outside for a smoke. 


He heard them coming before he saw them. He chucked his 
half-finished cigarette into a dying rhododendron bush and darted 
back into the comforting gloom of the museum. Why are they all so 
bloody happy? What have they got to smile about? The whole 
damned world’s going to shit and these poor kids are going to have 
to shovel it. His sympathy for the new generation ended there. As 
the first of the little brats entered his domain, his face broke out 
into a wide, unwelcoming scowl. 


‘Don't touch the glass... You look with your eyes, not with yer 
hands... No eating; can’t you read?... It’s an ammonite, not a bloody 
snail! DON’T TOUCH! NO! GET DOWN, GET DOWN YOU LITTLE 


A pasty looking youth, with wild, ginger hair, had grabbed 
another boy’s cap and thrown it onto Alan’s back. Before Eric could 
stop him, the owner of the cap had started to climb the monolith 
and was now balanced, precariously, on top of the ammonite. Why 
do they always pick on the fat one? Eric remembered thinking, as he 
moved with unnatural haste, from his chair in the corner, towards 
the exhibit. As he got to within touching distance, the whole 
construction began to topple. He lunged forward, but it was already 
too late. He managed to grab the child but Alan had passed the 
point of no return. The ammonite crashed to the floor, and with a 
sickening crack, split wide open from top to bottom. He took the 
child, who was still in his arms, and threw him, bodily, into the 
entrance lobby. 
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‘Get out, the lotta you. Go on, get out!’ he screamed. 


‘I say, said one of the grandmothers, ‘you can’t treat children 
like that. It was an accident.’ 


Eric clenched his hand into a tight fist and waved it in the old 
woman’s face. ‘That might have been an accident, but if you don’t 
get your fat arse outta my face, this won't be’ 


The woman gathered up as many kids as her chubby arms 
could accommodate and, without another word, ushered them 
hurriedly out of the room. Eric slumped to his knees and began to 
cry. 

He pushed his glasses up onto his greying head and rubbed 
his lachrymal eyes. Still kneeling on the floor, he pulled the two 
halves of his old friend towards him. He rubbed his fingers over the 
exposed surfaces; surfaces that had not seen the light of day for 67 
million years. Just the thought of it made his eyes water again. 
Perhaps I can repair him, he thought. A bit of masonry cement and 
he’ll be as good as new - or as good as old. Stop it! This is no time 
for stupid jokes. 


He pulled his glasses back into position and started to inspect 
the fossil more closely. It was then that he noticed something rather 
peculiar Deep in the body of the ammonite was something 
incongruous. The light was not good in the deeper reaches of the 
museum; Eric carried Alan over towards the door where natural 
sunlight oozed in from the adjoining foyer. In the enhanced 
brightness a small circle, no bigger than a five pence piece, shone 
out of the rock like a new penny. He tapped it with his fingernail 
and then polished it with the tip of his fore-finger. It was definitely 
metallic. 

Leaving Alan in pieces on the floor, Eric went to his drawer 
and pulled out a small rock hammer. Shaped like a miniature pick- 
axe, Eric used the pointed end to chip away, carefully, at the exposed 
bit of metal. The more he revealed the more intriguing the puzzle 
became. After about ten minutes of painstaking tapping, Eric had 
exposed enough of the object to be certain that it was man-made. It 
had writing carved into the surface! 
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At first, he thought it was going to be a sphere because the 
part he had exposed so far was perfectly round, but as he 
hammered further into the stone he began to expose the sides of 
what was unmistakeably a cylinder and the writing began to make 
more sense. What didn’t make any sense, however, was how 
something, which was obviously quite modern, could come to be 
lodged inside a fossil that was 67 million years old? Just as the 
thought filtered slowly through his brain, the train of that thought 
was broken. 


‘Are you all right, Mr Honeypot?’ Mr Carter, the chief curator of 
the museum stood in the doorway blocking out most of the light. 


‘Yes, yes, Eric hastily gathered the broken pieces of fossil 
closer to his prostrate body. ‘One of those little bastards has broken 
Alan. I was just looking to see if I could repair him... I wonder Colin, 
would it be okay if I took him home with me this evening. I have 
some proper masonry cement back at my place. I’m sure I can have 
it back in one piece in a jiff, if I could only get it back to my shed’ 

‘Yes, of course,’ said Colin Carter. ‘I know how much that fossil 
means to you. You must spend more time with that lump of rock 
than you do with your wife, he quipped with unwitting accuracy. 
‘You take it home and bring it back when it’s repaired.’ 

Eric could sense that Mr Carter was uneasy, but he didn’t feel 
it had anything to do with him taking a priceless artefact off the 
premises. ‘Was there anything else, Colin?’ he asked nervously. 

‘Erm... No... not really. I’m sure it can wait. You get your fossil 
off home and I'll see you back here tomorrow. Mr Carter 
stammered. 

Colin Carter was an academic; autocracy was not his 
management style. Eric knew he probably wanted to have a word 
with him, about throwing children around by the scruffs of their 
necks and threatening old ladies; but he also knew he would never 
actually come out and say it. Eric gathered up the pieces of the fossil 
and placed them carefully into an old packing case. He then put the 
case onto a hand barrow and wheeled it out to his car. 


12 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


Chapter 3 


As soon as he got home Eric made for his shed. The word 
“shed” was a rather inadequate description for this wooden palace; 
it was more of a workshop. But as he rarely did any work, it was, in 
essence, just a big shed. A man should have a hobby and a sanctuary 
away from the constraints of family life in which to indulge it. There 
was a large, solid-oak workbench in the shed, and a collection of 
wood and metal-working tools, few if any of which had ever been 
used in anger, but the main reason for such a large building was as a 
place to store his mountain of porn and X-rated DVD’s, away from 
the pyrotechnic, proclivities of his wife. His mother had once found 
his hoard of girlie magazines, when he was a teenager; she had 
tidied them neatly and put them in a chronological stack, beneath 
his bed; she never mentioned them again. Later in life, when 
Margaret had found his stash, she’d ripped them up, smashed them, 
burnt them and buried the ashes in the allotment; and he’s never 
heard the last of it. 


He pushed the TV/DVD combo to the back of the bench to give 
himself more room. As he moved it back, towards the window, he 
must have inadvertently pressed the ‘Play’ button, for after a few 
seconds delay, the screen glowed into life... 

‘Ooh! Ja! Fick me... fick me..’ she said in broken England. 

The girl on screen was lying back on a heart-shaped, pink 
lamé bed, rubbing her shaven twat like a caveman trying to start a 
fire. She had a clitoris the size of a giraffe’s tongue and the nipples 
on her silicone tits stood out like starting buttons on a Chieftain 
Tank. Eric pulled up his comfortable, executive, leather-backed 
chair and unzipped his fly. He had completely forgotten what it was 
he’d come into the shed to do. 

Then... disaster! 


Just as he was one yank away from fulfilment there was a loud 
rap on the door. His dick deflated, like a defective party balloon and 
dribbled a small puddle of prostatic fluid onto his underpants. He 
jumped up, and in one deft movement, switched off the TV. 
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‘What are you doing in there?’ Margaret’s shrill voice 
reverberated into the shed. 


‘Nothing, darling, he coughed to cover the sound of him re- 
zipping his fly. He fumbled around and unlocked the door. Poking 
his head out of the smallest gap his temples would allow he smiled 
at his wife. ‘What do you want, darling?’ 

‘I’m just going shopping,’ she said. ‘Is there anything you want 
me to get for your tea?’ 

‘Umm... err... No, it’s okay, I'll get us something from the 
Chinky later. I’ve got some work to do. It was then that he 
remembered why he was home, in the middle of the afternoon. He 
slammed the door shut again and locked it securely with both 
mortice lock and dead-bolt. He listened with his ear against the 
door, until he was sure she had gone, then with great care, not only 
for Alan but also for his suspect back, he lifted the pieces of the 
broken fossil onto his workbench. He polished his glasses then 
reached into his pocket for his rock-hammer. 


So far, he had exposed the top inch of whatever was inside the 
fossil and he had no idea how much more there was to reveal. The 
silver protrusion looked quite solid but to make sure he turned the 
rock-hammer over and gave it a gentle tap with the flat part of the 
head. Direct impact was obviously just what the object had been 
waiting for; released from its 67-million-year association with the 
rock it popped out of the ammonite and rolled gently across the 
workbench before coming to rest against the television. 

Eric picked it up and began to inspect it. It was indeed a 
cylinder with rounded ends, about the size and dimensions of the 
cardboard bit in the middle of a toilet-roll. He tapped it with one of 
his knuckles, it felt pretty solid. The metal, it was made from, was 
highly polished but otherwise looked unremarkable; something like 
chromium-plated, stainless steel, Eric guessed. But if it was made of 
chromium plated stainless steel, how could it have survived, 
completely unscathed for 67 million years in the belly of a fossil? 
There was obviously something more to this material than the 
immediately obvious. And who would have the technology, 67 
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million years ago, to have produced such a thing? For certainly it 
was man-made. That was obvious from the writing that adorned 
the piece. Eric turned it in his hands to inspect the other side. 

On the other side of the cylinder was a small, red glassy 
window, about two inches wide and half an inch high, which looked 
like it might be some sort of screen, but it was blank and lifeless. 
Below the screen were four tiny, oval buttons, which had writing 
beneath them. The first button said ‘Menu’ followed by ‘Select’ ‘Go’ 
and ‘Return’. This was even more intriguing; these words were 
modern English words; it was obvious now that the cylinder could 
not be 67 million years old - so how did it get into the belly of the 
ammonite? Eric picked up the broken piece of fossil from whence 
the object had popped to see if that would reveal any clues, but 
there were no obvious cracks or repairs to be seen. Eric put his 
finger into the hole. 

The cavity appeared smooth, but as he rubbed his finger up 
and down the inside he could feel gentle depressions that exactly 
mirrored the position, size and shape of the buttons and the screen 
on the cylinder. So, he deduced, the fossilisation must have taken 
place with the cylinder in-situ. Something didn’t add up! He picked 
up the cylinder again. 

It was then that he noticed the knurled collars around each 
end, he gripped one of the collars tight and twisted it. Perhaps there 
was a way into this thing, he thought. As he twisted it, the screen 
flickered into life. Red, LED letters scrolled out from the right-hand 
edge of the window; Eric watched the words stutter across the 
screen: PLERSE CONFIRM YOUR PASSWORD, it read. 

‘What the fuck!’ he blurted, in total disbelief. 


‘PASSWORD INCORRECT, the device informed him. ‘YOU HAVE TWO 
MORE ATTEMPTS. PLEASE CONFIRM YOUR PASSWORD.’ 

‘How the fuck am I supposed to know what the fucking 
password is, he shouted at the inanimate object in his tightening 
grip. 

‘PASSWORD INCORRECT. YOU HAVE GNE MGRE ATTEMPT. PLEASE 
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CONFIRM YOUR PASSWORD.’ 

Jesus Christ!’ He chucked the cylinder back onto the 
workbench. It rolled over twice and came to rest against the edging 
strip at the back of the table. He stared at the device in disbelief; the 
scrolling marque lit up again. 

‘PASSWORD CORRECT WELCOME BACK FRANK {7 HAS BEEN 
C44711,888,22e6 DAYS SINCE YOUR LAST LOGIN = YOU HAVE NO MESSAGES IN 
YOUR IN-BOX = PRESS SELECT 70 READ YOUR MESSAGES NOW ’ 

Eric leant forward and picked it up again. ‘Wow!’ he stared at 
the device, ‘Who the fucking hell’s Frank?’ 

‘SGRRY, THAT INFORMATION (S NOT IN TN GATRBRSE G10 YOU 
MERN = WHO IS FRANK FUCKING?’ 

‘Yes... yes, that’s what I meant. Who is Frank fucking?’ Eric 
laughed despite himself. 

‘YOUR LAST SEXUAL CONQUEST WAS C441428882e4 GAYS AGO YOUR 
SPERM RECEPTICLE WAS MIGIRA HONEYPOT.’ 

The smile rapidly disappeared from Eric’s face. ‘You dirty 
bastard!’ he screamed. ‘My daughter? She’s only sixteen. She’s still 
sweet and innocent. You can’t mean my Moira?’ 

‘CORRECTION . MGIRA HONEYPOT 008 7684.c@8@ CURRENT AGE 46 
VERRS 132 DAYS CLASSIFICATION - MILF’ 


‘Oh, very funny, Eric scoffed. ‘Just what the hell are you?’ 

‘A TWNE CAPSULE MARK 2 ’ 

“A Time Capsule Mark 2? So, what happened to the Time 
Capsule Mark 1?’ 

‘ONT ASK =HR OHA OHA’ 

‘Time capsule? So, how do you work?’ he asked. 

‘PRESS THE MENU BUTTON FOR ALL MY FUNCTIGNS = ° 

Eric looked more closely at the Time Capsule Mark 2. He 
pressed the ‘Menu’ button. The first option in the list that now 
appeared on the tiny screen was ‘TITIE AND GATE SET’; the option was 
highlighted, so Eric pressed the ‘Select’ button. The screen changed 
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and a new instruction appeared. ‘PLEASE ENTER GATE AND TE RAND 
PRESS GO. Eric looked at his watch and entered the required 
information, 2bYB.c86 15:55 and pressed ‘Go’. 


Nothing happened. He waited. The screen went blank. He 
shook it. Nothing happened. He twisted the other knurled collar. 
Nothing happened. Damn, I must have broken it, he thought. He put 
it back down on the bench and returned his attention to Alan. He 
slid his finger back into the hole and rubbed it up and down across 
the impressions left by the Time Capsule Mark 2. His first thought 
was, Ribbed for excitement! 


He looked more attentively at the size of the hole. Then he had 
an idea. He took the fossil from the bench and placed him onto the 
chair, then he went over to an old Chesterfield, he had rescued from 
the dump and on which he occasionally had to sleep - when 
Margaret’s snoring got too sonorous or his conduct had denied him 
the comfort of her bed - and pulled off the two, heavy, horse-hair 
stuffed, red-leather cushions. Placing them, one either side of the 
fossil; the cushions wedged it tightly into place. Eric dropped his 
trousers and underpants and let them fall in a heap around his 
ankles. Then, holding tightly onto the arms of the executive, leather- 
backed swivel chair, dangled his penis into the hole. 

He hadn’t expected the stone to feel so cold. Instead of 
engorging and going hard, Eric’s penis shrank. He stood there for a 
minute or two, willing it to stiffen and enter the hole, but nothing 
moved. Then he had another idea! If he closed his eyes and 
imagined he was sticking it into Amanda Jane Starling’s mouth, it 
might just work. Thinking about Amanda Jane Starling had never 
failed to give him penile rigidity. With his eyes tightly closed, he 
imagined as hard as he could. The frigidity of the rock was still a bit 
of a distraction. Then he had another idea! 

To heighten eroticism whilst masturbating he had, in the past, 
inserted various objects proctoscopically. He’d tried it once with 
Margaret’s electric toothbrush, but it hadn’t really worked; and it 
proved a bugger to get all the shit out of the bristles. But now he 
had... The Time Capsule...! 
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He picked the shiny, silver, electronic gadget from where it lay 
and smeared a bit of Johnson’s Baby oil over one end; he then 
inserted it gently, until it was deep into his anal canal. As soon as it 
caressed his prostate gland his penis began to rise. He guided it 
towards the hole in the fossil then, just before he entered it, closed 
his eyes, tight shut, and re-focused his imagination onto Amanda 
Jane Starling. It worked! He could really feel her tightening onto his 
swollen gland as he thrust it in and out of the cold stone artefact. He 
was holding tight to the arms of the chair, but suddenly he felt the 
time capsule begin to extrude. He let go with one hand and, with his 
eyes still shut, guided it back into his anal canal. He felt his fore- 
finger depress one of the buttons, but nothing seemed to happen. 
He re-gripped the arm of the chair and regained his rhythm. This 
was the best self-abuse he’d ever had! 

The cold, stone hole was now warming up, and the lathe flux 
he’d used to lubricate it, now felt warm and juicy. The edge of the 
hole, which he’d left slightly rough, felt like teeth, gently scratching 
along the heightened sensory receptors of his shaft and his 
imagination was at such a peak he even heard Amanda moaning. He 
tried hard, but it was in vain, he could hold back his ejaculation no 
longer. As he felt the hot, sticky fluid explode from his meatus, a 
shiver of pure pleasure ripped up and down his spine. He’d been 
holding his breath for well over a minute and now he let it out ina 
long, satisfied aaaagh! He opened his eyes and looked down! 

As he did so he was forced, by rapid instinct, to close them 
again or risk going blind. Like the venom from a spitting cobra, a jet 
of pepper spray fountained upward, towards his face. The blistering 
mist filled his nostrils and the blossoming cloud of finer particles 
burnt like acid into any exposed, unprotected membrane it 
contacted; and in his condition, he had quite a few unprotected 
membranes on show. 

‘RAPE! HELP! RAPE! POLICE!’ 


‘Shut up woman!’ he screamed, partly through panic but 
mostly through pain. ‘Where the fuck did you come from?’ 


‘| LIVE HERE! WHERE THE FUCK DID YOU COME FROM?’ she 
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screamed even louder than Eric. 
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Chapter 4 


How she could speak, with his dick halfway down her throat 
and half a pint of jizz dribbling down her chin, was not really the 
issue here; but it did, momentarily, excite Eric’s curiosity. Until, 
almost instantaneously, acute embarrassment took its place. He 
jerked his penis out of her mouth and hauled his trousers and pants 
back up in one, swift movement. So swiftly, in fact, that he managed 
to snag the last millimetre of his foreskin in the top two millimetres 
of his zipper. 

‘Argh! Fuck!’ he cried, doubling over in pain. Staggering 
backwards, his buttocks whacked into the edge of a cold, steel table. 
The contact caused his anus to spasm. He quickly crimped the 
cheeks of his arse, but it was too late. Something large had already 
slipped out. It squirmed beneath his scrotum and then slid, like a 
kid on a water slide, down the inside of his left trouser leg. It landed 
on the floor with a metallic clank! 


Both sets of eyes turned instinctively downwards as the turd- 
covered Time Capsule rolled slowly under the bench. 

‘Aah..” the woman emitted, in an unexpectedly conciliatory 
tone. ‘So... where is that no good husband of mine? 


‘Who? What? Husband?’ 


‘Yes. Frank, my twat of a husband. Did he put you up to this? 
Where is he?’ 

‘What do you mean, “where is he”? I’ve never met the fucking 
bloke in my life. It’s me who should be asking - where the fuck am 
I?’ Eric huffed. He looked around the room he’d landed in. On closer 
inspection, he could see it wasn’t really a room, it was more like the 
shed he’d just left; except this shed was a lot more hi-tech. ‘What is 
this place?’ 

‘This is Frank’s shed, she replied. Seeing the device rolling 
around on the floor seemed to have had a sobering effect on the 
woman. ‘This is where he comes to indulge his hobby. Don’t tell me 
you haven't got a shed or a hobby?’ 
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‘I might have, Eric responded, sheepishly. ‘So, what exactly is 
your husband’s hobby?’ 

‘You don't think he’d tell me, do you? Do you tell your wife 
what you get up to in your shed?’ 


‘Fair point, Eric conceded. He bent down and picked up the 
Time Capsule, holding it gingerly, and at arm’s length, between an 
anxious finger and thumb. ‘Do you mind?’ 

‘No, not at all, said the woman. ‘There’s a washbasin in the 
corner: She pointed him in the general direction. 

As he scrubbed the Time Capsule, under a wretched, heavily 
encrusted cold tap, in a multi-stained, ceramic, Belfast sink, he 
carried on trying to interrogate her; the situation was bizarre, so he 
wanted to get as much information as he could before she started 
asking questions of her own. ‘So, what exactly is this thing?’ he held 
up the now gleaming Time Capsule and waved it at her. 

‘T’ve no idea I’m afraid, she replied, ‘all I know is, he’s been 
working on it for years. Then he got very excited yesterday and I 
haven’t seen him since. And now you've got it. So, if you haven't 
seen him, where did you get it from?’ 


‘Look, he smiled. ‘Perhaps I should to introduce myself 
properly. My name is Eric Honeypot, and I’m senior curator of 
Prehistoric artefacts at a leading natural history museum in Bristol?’ 
He wanted her to think he was important, but was conscious of 
actually lying to the lady. After all, she had just given him the most 
intense, sexual moment, he had ever experienced in all his forty 
years; that surely deserved some fidelity. 

‘Very nice to meet you, Mr Honeypot..: 

‘Please call me Eric.’ He fawned. 

‘Thank you, Eric. And my name is Gwendoline, Gwendoline 
Ffrench, but you can call me Gwen. So, tell me, Eric, how did you 
come into possession of my husband's invention?’ 


‘It’s a very peculiar story, said Eric, rubbing his beard. ‘I can 
hardly believe it myself. It happened this very afternoon. One of our 
ancient artefacts, a prehistoric fossil dating back to the Mesozoic 
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era, was accidentally broken and when I picked it up to inspect it, I 
found this thing lodged inside’ 

‘I see; said Gwendoline. ‘So, how did it get there?’ 

‘Well that’s the $64,000-dollar question, isn’t it?’ said Eric. ‘If 
we knew that, we might be able to work out what it is and where 
your husband has disappeared to: 

‘Yes, of course, Gwendoline ummed and scratched her head. 
‘So, let me get this straight. You found a priceless piece of gadgetry 
lodged inside a Mesozoic fossil; a gadget that could possibly unlock 
the secret of time travel; something so wholly inexplicable that the 
scientific world would pay billions to get their hands on it, and you 
did what?’ 

‘Well I, err... I...” Eric stammered. 

‘I think the words you are struggling with, Eric, are; “I stuffed 
it up my arse’’ She laughed like a howler monkey, tears rolling 
down her face. ‘Oh! I wish Frank was here now; I'd love to see the 
look on his face.’ 


‘Time travel?’ Eric questioned, in a hope of changing the 
subject. 

‘Yes... time travel. Frank’s dildo must be some kind of time 
travelling device. Otherwise, how do you explain you?’ 

‘Me?’ Eric was astonished. ‘I’ve never done any time travelling 
in my life. In fact, I’ve never travelled further than the Isle of Wight. 
What do you mean?’ 

‘Oh! I’m sorry, Gwen sniggered. ‘I just assumed you must be a 
time traveller. Either that or you’re off out on some retro-noughties 
theme gig. No one’s worn clothes like that for the best part of thirty 
years.’ 

Eric looked at himself quizzically. There didn’t seem to be 
anything wrong with what he was wearing. A black, sports-casual, 
V-necked jumper with yellow, Fred Perry polo shirt beneath, a pair 
of Matalan £16-a-pair black denim trousers (not the £8-a-pair ones 
he normally wore), and simple, light brown, Hush-Puppy brogues - 
what was wrong with that? ‘I don’t know what you mean; 
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everyone’s wearing this sort of stuff? 
‘What year is it?’ 
‘2016, of course,’ Eric replied. 


‘Well, there you go. I thought as much - a time traveller. No, it’s 
not 2016, it’s actually 2046. 


‘It can’t be! Are you sure? 2046? I don't believe you - prove it’ 


She tossed him a copy of yesterday’s Sun that was lying on the 
table. 

‘BARACK THE YOUNGER ABDICATES!’ the headline screamed. 
‘Was he pushed or did he trip?’ (a reference to the rumour that the 
President of the United States had been caught snorting truckloads 
of cocaine with his finger hovering dangerously close to the Red 
button). Eric started to read the editorial. It was a story about the 
youngest President in history, 35-year-old, Barack Obama II, 
resigning... Boring... he instinctively turned to Page 3. 

‘Don’t look at the fucking pictures, just look at the date,’ Gwen 
grumbled. 

Eric did as he was told; sure enough, there it was in black and 
white; Thursday, 25t August, 2046. He didn’t know what to say - or 
think. He sat there with the paper in his hands and mused for quite 
a while; a much studied look on his face. Gwendoline said nothing. 

‘I can’t believe it’ He eventually broke the silence. ‘I must say 
though, you don’t seem very surprised to have a time traveller in 
your shed’ 

‘Nothing that fucking husband of mine does surprises me 
anymore. He’s a twat; but a very, very clever twat. He’s been 
working on time travel for more years than I’ve known him and he 
was a brilliant scientist even before that. I knew he was getting 
close, but I never realised he’d actually cracked it. Well good for 
him. You wait ‘til you meet him, you'll see what I mean; he makes 
Einstein look like a Swiss patent clerk’ 

‘’d love to meet him, said Eric. ‘But won't that be a bit 
difficult?’ 

‘Why’s that then?’ she asked. 
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‘Well, let’s assume for one second that this thing is what you 
think it is, and your husband has gone off time travelling. Isn’t he 
going to need it to get back?’ he flashed the Time Capsule at 
Gwendoline. 


‘Oh my god!’ she screamed. ‘Of course. You're right. Oh Jesus, 
what are we going to do?’ 


‘Hang on a minute; we don’t know he’s gone gallivanting off 
into the mists of time, do we? And even if he has, maybe he had 
more than one of these things,’ said Eric. ‘I wouldn’t start panicking 
just yet. 

‘You're right!’ she hyperventilated excitedly. ‘You're absolutely 
right. He did have another one. He showed it to me last Christmas; 
let’s just hope he’s got it with him’ She started rifling through the 
drawers of her husband’s huge, stainless steel desk. 


She didn’t have to look far. In the top drawer was the other 
Time Capsule. ‘Shit!’ she cried. ‘Now what?’ 


‘Start panicking? I don’t know; don’t look at me’ Eric 
shrugged. He took the second Time Capsule from her trembling 
grasp and inspected it. At first it appeared to be identical to the one 
he already possessed, but then he noticed it only had a knurled 
collar at one end. I’m guessing this is the Mark 1. He thought to 
himself. 


‘You've got to help me! You’ve got to help me find Frank, she 
was sounding desperate, bordering on hysterical. 

‘Yes... of course, my dear, he kind of patted her on the 
shoulders, like you would a whimpering dog. Eric was hopeless 
with emotional females, and he knew it. ‘Look, I'd love to help you, 
b... but I have to get back to my wife and daughter. Tell you what, let 
me have a look at that device; maybe we can figure out how it 
works, then you can use it to go and find your husband’ 

He picked up the Time Capsule Mark 2 and held it to the light. 
He shook it, rapped it on the table and tapped the screen very 
cautiously. There was no way he was going to push any of the 
buttons; not after what happened the last time; not until he was 
sure what they all did. 
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‘Oh, for god’s sake, give it here!’ Gwen cried. ‘Men! You're all 
fucking useless.’ She grabbed the device and immediately turned 
the knurled collar to the right of the screen. It worked! The screen 
burst into life. She looked at the display, and then held it out for Eric 
to have a look. There was a series of numbers scrolling from right to 
left. ‘Any idea what this means?’ she enquired. 

‘Yes,’ he replied. ‘That’s the date I left. That’s the date and time 
I set just before I ended up here, 

Gwen seemed satisfied. She pushed the ‘Go’ button. And, 
without any ceremony, without any flashing lights and without any 
Dr Who tardis noises - she disappeared! 

‘Jesus H Christ!’ Eric blurted, just before his legs gave way and 
he slumped down into the chair Gwen had just vacated. He reached 
into his pockets, trying to find a handkerchief to mop his sweating 
brow, when he was suddenly engulfed by a heavy, wobbling mound 
of flesh and fanny, pinning him to the chair. 

Many a thought could have crossed his mind, at this precise 
moment, but the one that popped into his consciousness was a 
question of fashion. They’ve obviously stopped wearing knickers in 
2046. Still, while it was there, there seemed no harm in having a 
little ‘nibble on the bacon’ 

‘Ooh! Aah! Hey, what do you think you are you doing?’ he 
heard the sound of his host muffled by the cheeks of her buttocks 
over his ears. 

‘Muffin’? he mumbled in reply. 


‘Well just stop it..’ she squirmed her dripping, wet vagina, 
across his nose. ‘...in a minute or two. 

When he finally came up for air he’d quite forgotten where he 
was and what he was doing. 

‘Okay, she said, as Eric picked himself up off the floor. ‘I’ve 
worked out what the buttons do. You set a date and time you want 
to visit, then press ‘Go’. That’s why you didn’t go anywhere when 
you tried it; you entered the time and date you were already at. To 
get back here, at the same time as you left, you press the ‘Return’ 
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button. The ‘Menu’ and ‘Select’ buttons are pretty self-explanatory; 
you'll work ‘em out as you go. 


‘Go? Go where?’ Eric stammered. 


‘To find my husband, Gwen replied. ‘I’ve met your wife, you 
lying, little toe-rag, there ain’t no way you're gonna be desperate to 
get back to that! Anyway, I may not have explained my presence in 
your shed too convincingly; if I were you I'd leave it a day or two 
before I even thought about going home. So, now I’ve sorted out 
your domestic situation, it seems only right and proper you should 
return the favour. And there may be a little ‘favour’ in it for you, if 
you know what I mean?’ she winked at him. 

She’d found his Achilles heel; whether she knew it or not, Eric 
could never resist a knowing wink from an attractive woman. Or 
even an unattractive one for that matter. He looked at his host more 
sceptically. To be honest, she wasn’t that bad. She was about the 
same age as him, mid-forties maybe - and obviously, from her 
demeanour, since their first acquaintance, he deduced she was a 
woman who enjoyed indoor pursuits. Her skin was still taut, and 
acceptably bronzed and her hair was clean and healthy, tied back in 
a neat, shoulder length pony-tail. She was a natural blonde; he’d 
already satisfied himself on that point, when she was sitting on his 
face; and she had the classic, cornflower blue eyes associated with 
that particular genetic trait. If he was being kind he would have said 
she had good, child-bearing hips and, remembering the little French 
he’d learnt at school, he would have to say: il y a du monde au 
balcon. Which roughly translated meant; the little ones would not 
have gone hungry. 

Bugger it! He thought to himself. What have I got to lose? 


‘Okay, he uttered, with an air of reluctance. ‘So where do you 
think we should start?’ 
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Chapter 5 


‘Let’s have a look at that dildo thingy again, said Gwen. 
‘Perhaps it’ll tell us where he might have gone.’ She picked up the 
Time Capsule and twisted the right-hand collar. The screen lit up. 
‘Let’s see what we’ve got under the Menu button, shall we?’ 

‘You're the boss; said Eric, he was quite happy not to touch the 
bloody thing. 

‘I wonder if it has a list of previous trips, she said, scrolling 
down the list of menu items. ‘Hello, what’s this? ‘History’ she 
pressed the select button. There were three entries. 

‘“-10950.12 days’ was at the top followed by: 

‘-24471092079.12 days’ 

And finally, ‘-1029261.51 days’ 

‘Okay, we’re getting somewhere, she smiled. ‘Minus 10950.12 
days; that must be my trip back to your shed. So, what’s that in days 
and months? What date was it when you left?’ 

‘August 26 2016, Eric replied. 

‘Right, and today is August 26, 2046, so that’s exactly thirty 
years. Hand me that calculator’ She pointed to the desk. ‘10950.12 
divided by 365 equals 33.02 years; well that’s pretty close. I 
suppose we'll have to allow for leap years; let’s try it again’ She 
tapped the numbers into the calculator but this time added a 
quarter of a day onto each year. ‘10950.12 divided by 365.25 equals 
30.999644079397672826830937713895 years - spot on. Let’s see 
if the second date fits with the age of your fossil, shall we? 
24471092079.12 divided by 365.25... equals 66998198.711; so, 
what’s that? Roughly 67 million years - does that sound about 
right?’ 

‘Near as damn it, said Eric. ‘So, the last date must have been 
the one your husband went to?’ 

‘It’s as good a guess as any. Shall we see where that takes us?’ 
She typed the numbers into the calculator. ‘1029261.51 divided by 
365.25 equals 2818.04; so, two thousand eight hundred and 
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eighteen years ago; 776 BC. I wonder what was so interesting about 
776 BC. Let’s look it up on the interweb. 

‘Google timelines..’ she spoke to no one in_ particular. 
Smoothly and silently a giant, 42-inch flat screen monitor rose up 
out of the desk. It was already displaying the web page she had 
asked for. ‘Are you any good with computers?’ she asked. 

Eric looked at the screen; he looked at the desk. There was no 
mouse or keyboard anywhere to be seen. ‘No... not really my cuppa 
tea. 

In fact, Eric spent many hours a day on the internet, but he felt 
that now was probably not the right time to admit it. Gwen turned 
back to the screen. ‘Seven hundred and seventy-six BC.’ The screen 
changed in the blink of an eye, now displaying a list of events from 
the year Gwen had asked for. Top of the list was: ‘The First Olympic 
Games held in Olympia.’ 

‘Ha, of course, Ancient Greece, said Gwen. ‘Frank’s obsessed 
with the Ancient Greeks; this is where he would have gone, if he 
could travel back in time, I’m sure of it. 

‘Alright, you wait here, read up a bit on Ancient Greece; the 
interweb’s dead simple, you just talk clearly, into the screen, and it'll 
take you to wherever you want to go. I’m going in the house to get 
you something to wear, Frank’s got tons of stuff; he’s bound to have 
some Ancient Greek togs. I’ll get you something to eat too; you can’t 
go off travelling on an empty stomach, how do you fancy mushroom 
stroganoff?’ 

Eric was distracted by his thoughts. ‘Yeah, that’d be great, he 
mumbled. He heard the shed door close behind him, instantly he 
became alert. ‘Naughty neighbourhood nymphs, he whispered at 


the screen. 
* 


The woody smell of sautéed mushrooms, wafted into his 
nostrils, seconds before the door creaked back. Gwen propped it 
open, with her ample backside, as she shunted into the shed 
holding two steaming plates of glutinous, grey mush, each with a 
steel fork sticking out of them. 
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‘Here, get this down you.’ she handed Eric one of the plates. 


He looked at the offering; was he really that hungry? He 
pushed the plate to one side. ‘T’ll tell you what; I’ve just been 
reading up on Ancient Greece, he lied. ‘It’s given me a right craving 
for some authentic nosh. There’s bound to be a kebab shop where 
I’m going; I’ll have something when | get there. 

‘Suit yourself’ She picked up his plate of stroganoff and 
scraped the contents onto her own plate. ‘Well, if you’re not going to 
eat, you can make yourself useful; nip into the house and get the 
gear I’ve sorted out for you. It’s just in the kitchen, you can’t miss it.’ 

Eric did as he was told; he was glad of an excuse to get out of 
the shed. He really had no desire to watch his host trough down two 
helpings of what he could best describe as vomit; and in any case, 
he was curious to see what a modern house looked like in 2046. 

As he exited the shed his heart missed a beat; the 1960's style, 
dormer bungalow was in desperate need of a lick of paint and the 
pink-washed walls - flaking so badly in places, that he could see the 
original grey-pebbledash features that he was familiar with, 
attempting to make a valiant comeback - were certainly different, 
but this was his house! He turned and looked over his shoulder; 
and, sure enough, that was his shed! The roof of the house had been 
entirely obliterated by solar panels. Naturally; he expected nothing 
less in the future. But the 30-foot diameter, grey, dish-shaped wind 
turbine, sticking out of the chimney stack, was a bit of an eyesore. 
He pushed back the yellowing, uPVC, double-glazed door and 
entered the house. Inside was much more like what he was 
expecting. 

If he still had any doubts, as soon as he walked into the 
kitchen he knew he was no longer in 2016. 

The first thing that struck him was how shiny everything was. 
And black! He had entered through the back door into the utility 
room, the back wall of which just looked like a sheer cliff face of 
pure mica. He moved further into the house, where his kitchen 
used to be, but the room now had no obvious appliances or 
cupboards. The work surfaces and walls that ran along three sides 


29 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


of the room and under the window, were of the same, high-gloss, 
black stone appearance as the walls in the utility. ‘I wonder where 
they’ve put the fridge?’ he mused, out loud. As he said it, one panel 
in the wall began to glow. A light had come on, behind the fascia and 
as the light grew in intensity, so the wall became more and more 
translucent. He could see it was a fridge; all the food and drinks 
were displayed, neatly in individual compartments, but there didn’t 
seem to be a handle anywhere, to open a door. He noticed a rack of 
beer bottles. ‘Shit, I wouldn’t mind a cold beer; he said. Suddenly, he 
heard a whirr and a clunk as one of the bottles slid down a chute 
and appeared in a tray at the bottom, which opened without a 
sound to present him with his beer. 

‘That’s great,’ he said. ‘But how do I open it?’ Again, there was 
a whirring sound, this time behind him, and out from the work 
surface a bottle opener appeared. 

Taking his beer, Eric wandered into the lounge. More black, 
shiny walls and black, shiny furniture, but despite its achromatic 
decor the room was surprisingly bright. The far wall of the lounge 
was entirely hidden by a massive, flat screen which Eric assumed 
must be the TV. He wasn’t to know it was also the computer. The 


word minimalist, as applied in the late 2oth century, obviously 
meant cluttered and overcrowded when applied to the room he was 
in now. Eric was very impressed. He took one more swig of his beer 
and wandered back into the kitchen. ‘Now, where are these clothes 
Gwen has got out for me?’ A panel under one of the work surfaces, 
slid open and a pile of plastic and clothes sprang out onto the floor 
at his feet. Eric picked them up as a bundle, tucked them under his 
arm and wandered back out to the shed. 
* 


‘Okay, so are you ready?’ Gwen asked. 

‘I suppose so.’ Eric looked at himself in the full-length mirror 
attached to the far wall of the shed. ‘What the fuck do I look like?’ 
The image, reflecting back at him, was not attractive. 

He doubted if plastic was particularly abundant in Ancient 
Greece, but it was certainly abundant in the costume Gwen had 

30 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


appropriated for him. Starting on his head, he sported the most 
bogus looking warrior helmet ever stocked by Toys R Us. The 
bronze-effect PVC was moulded into a shape that could best be 
described as a bowler hat with sideburns. It had a central crest 
running from just above his eyes, right down to the nape of his 
neck, populated in patches by tufts of bright scarlet, bog-brush-like, 
nylon bristles and to the front, a nose guard that looked like the 
beak of a particularly inept, boxing parrot. The scarlet theme was 
maintained in a ragged, full length cape, which ran down his back, 
from his shoulders to his ankles and which, from the rear, left him 
looking like Robin - The Boy Wonder - after a night out on the piss. 
Covering his chest was more, bronze plastic; the breast-plate, 
obviously modelled, like a death mask, on the torso of a man who 
died from too many steroids and a sixteen hour-a-day obsession 
with gym equipment. Beneath it he had on a simple black T-shirt - 
luckily the slogan ‘I'VE SEEN THE RINGS AROUND URANUS’, was 
hidden by the breast-plate. On his feet, he wore a pair of sandals, 
two sizes too small, and which looked like something Ghandi might 
have dumped outside a charity shop in Mumbai. And to finish it all 
off was a glittery black and gold, latex mini-skirt, ripped into broad 
ribbons, which failed miserably to hide the semen encrusted, 
magnolia Y-fronts that lurked beneath. He had already decided to 
dispense with the plastic broad-sword and shield on the grounds 
that it was just too much to carry. 
‘You look splendid, Gwen gushed. ‘You'll blend in like a..’ 


‘Like an uncircumcised prick at a lesbian bar mitzvah?’ Eric 
proffered. 


‘No, no, you'll be fine. Now, have you got the other Time 
Capsule? I guess you'll both be needing one to get back’ 


Eric tapped the little pink bum-bag, he had secreted under his 
skirt, ‘It’s right here,’ he said. 
‘And you've got that photograph of Frank, I gave you?’ 


Eric tapped the bum-bag again. Not that he’d be needing a 
photo; the image of the man he was seeking was not an image he 
would readily forget. He didn’t know why, but he’d imagined Frank 
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to be a pasty white, boffin-like character with NHS glasses and a 
shiny bald head; he couldn't have been more wrong. 


Frank wasn’t a big man - although this was not a reflection of 
what he might be packing in his underpants - that is to say, he 
wasn't tall, but what he lacked in height, he more than made up for 
in girth. The guy looked like a prop forward who took his rugby too 
seriously. His shaven head and rock-like shoulders coalesced 
without any discernible conformation of a neck. He had the arms 
and legs of an alopecic gorilla, and the nose in the middle of his face, 
which on closer inspection Eric noticed was actually more to the 
left than it was central, was twice as wide as it was long. Now this 
feature may have been due to a lifetime of being punched in the 
face, or equally it could have been ancestrally bestowed, because 
Frank was as black as a coalminer’s career prospects under a 
Thatcherite government. 


‘Okay, so you've set the date? All you need to do now is press 
‘Go’ She kissed him on the cheek. ‘Good luck’ 


Eric’s finger hovered over the ‘Go’ button; did he really want 
to press it? He thought of his daughter, Moira, and he thought of his 
wife Margaret; he might never see them again... 

The next thing he knew he was standing on a dusty road, 
under a cloudless sky with a sun beating down so vigorously it was 
threatening to melt the plastic bits of his costume. Taking a deep 
breath, he surveyed his surroundings. He appeared to be at the edge 
of a small village. A gathering of a dozen or so, flat roofed, single 
storey, white adobe dwellings mingled haphazardly, in-amongst the 
shadows, cast by a grove of thirty, or forty, luxuriant and abundant 
olive trees. An ambiguous herd, of mangy and disinterested goats, 
scratched at the ground in-between. The village was quiet, not a 
soul was on the streets; although to give the rocky, dusty and rutted 
cart-tracks, the title of street, might be stretching that designation 
beyond its original meaning. Eric took off his helmet and chucked it 
into a ditch that ran alongside the road. Immediately, one of the 
goats trotted over to it and started munching on the bristles. 


Eric moved into the shade and sat down with his back resting 
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on the trunk of one of the olive trees. He was about to start planning 
his next move, when he heard the sound of voices. From a house, 
across the street, a family had emerged; a man, his wife and their 
two sons. They were all dressed in loose fitting, light and airy, white 
linen garments, that looked perfect attire for the prevailing weather 
conditions. Eric looked at his own get-up; ‘I'll kill that bloody Gwen, 
if ] ever get back, he swore. 

The woman stood in the doorway, fussing over her brood, 
adjusting their attire and attempting to kiss them, on their cheeks; 
the man, and his boys, edged nearer to the road. They seemed eager 
to get away. Eric thought of his relationship with Margaret, some 
things never change, he mused. 

‘Hermes, Apollo, you stick close to your father; I don’t want 
you getting lost. And Hector, make sure you get the boys back here 
before the sacred truce runs out. Do you hear me?’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, yeah...’ He put one arm round each of the boys and 
hurried them away from the house. ‘Come on boys, let’s get going. It 
should be a good match today; the eyes of the world will be upon 


, 


us. 


Hector was a fine specimen of a man; as round as a barrel, 
strong of limb, swarthy of skin, and curly of shiny, black hair. The 
boys were scale models of their father; the smaller of the two, 
Apollo, would be about eight or nine, Eric guessed, and his brother, 
Hermes, no more than eleven. Apart from a slight difference in 
height, the only other distinguishing feature was that Apollo was 
blonde and his brother was just, ever-so slightly, ginger on top. Also, 
Hermes was carrying a small, stringed, musical instrument under 
one arm. 

At a safe distance, Eric tagged along behind them - they were 
obviously going to the Games. If he was going to find Frank 
anywhere, there seemed as good a place as any to start. 
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Chapter 6 


‘Dad, Apollo whined. ‘If all the nations of the world are 
supposed to be here, how come only Greece has turned up?’ 

‘That’s because no one else could meet the strict qualifying 
standard, son, Hector replied. 


‘Why? What’s so strict about it?’ 

‘Well son, you see, there are three criteria that have to be met 
before you can compete in the Games. 

‘Number One, you have to prove to the Hellanodikai that you 
have trained solidly for ten months and are of the right moral stuff? 

‘The who?’ Both boys chimed simultaneously. 

‘The Olympic committee..’ He tutted at his sons’ ignorance, 
but carried on with their education regardless. “...Number two, you 
have to swear an oath of allegiance to Zeus. 

‘Of course, Apollo nodded. ‘So, what’s the third thing then 
dad?’ 

‘Well, the third... and most important thing is - you have to be 
Greek!’ 

Eric was so engrossed in the story of the first Olympics, that 
he never noticed the goat following him. He never noticed it, until 
the damned thing started nibbling at his cape. ‘Fuck off; he hissed, 
booting the wretched animal up the backside. The goat let out a 
pathetic bleat and scampered back off up the road. The three 
Olympians, obviously accustomed to the sound of goats being 
kicked up the arse, never broke step. Eric skipped along after them 
until he was back in earshot again. 

As they came over a precipitous rise, Eric was confronted by 
an urban bowl, sprawling out over a broad river valley half a mile or 
so below him. Although various in size and shape, the motley 
assortment of red roofed, white walled buildings, dazzled in the 
relentless, noonday sun. Even from a distance, he could see the 
place was alive. There was a conspicuous buzz, pervading every ion 
of the still, baking-hot air. As they got nearer to the city, the low 
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hum of excited voices grew logarithmically in intensity, and as they 
began to mingle into the crowds, he felt like the whole world was 
shouting in his ear. But some were shouting louder than others. 
Above the wall of commotion and chanting, stall holders squalled 
out their promotional cants. 

‘Aphrodite girdles... Get yer Aphrodite girdles ‘ere...’ a heavily 
tattooed man, standing on the steps of a grand Hellenic rotunda and 
holding aloft an armful of dubious looking leather straps, screamed 
in Eric’s face. ‘Guaranteed to make any woman fall in love wiv yer... 
C’mon Sir, you know yer want it... you'll thank me later’ he winked 
knowingly at Eric. 

‘No thanks,’ Eric grunted, and waved a dismissive hand in the 
man’s direction. He ran to catch up with Hector and his sons. 

‘How did you manage to get hold of the tickets then, dad?’ 
asked Hermes. ‘My mate, Pericles, says they were all sold out 
months ago. He reckoned they’re rare as Pegasus poo.’ 

‘I got ‘em ‘cos I’m a respected pillar of the community, son? 
Hector puffed out his chest and put an exaggerated arm round each 
of his boys. ‘I got ‘em ‘cos Iam an honoured guest.’ 

Eric had followed the family, listening intently, with his head 
bowed, inconspicuously towards the ground. He now looked up and 
found himself in the middle of a large, arenaceous agora with 
buildings, obviously of high civic office, all around him. The 
structures seemed to concentrate the claustrophobic sentience of 
the crowd. A quadrangle of polished stone steps and marble Doric 
columns, which supported broad isosceles triangle shaped 
entablatures, high above the milling masses, commanded Eric’s 
immediate attention. The buildings were impressive, but were 
nothing compared to the statue that dominated the centre of the 
square. 

A hunchbacked trader, cowering under a dirty shawl, shuffled 
up to Eric and, clacking a couple of grubby, blood-stained animal 
hooves, like he was playing the castanets, blared out. ‘Sacred cow’s 
hooves, Sir?’ 

‘Piss off’ Eric tried to dodge the salesman, but despite his 
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wretched appearance the man was quick. Eric stepped to his right 
but the man was in his face in a flash. 


‘Official merchandise, Sir. Only the best. Cut from the most 
sacred cows at the Bouleuterion only this morning, Sir’ 


‘Ooh dad, can I have some? Please dad, I won’t ask for 
anything else, honest, dad. Please, just one pair’ Apollo pushed his 
curly mop between Eric and the salesman. 


‘Okay, son, Hector didn’t sound over enthusiastic. ‘But don’t 
tell yer mother I bought ‘em. Tell ‘er you found ‘em in a bin, or 
something. She’d kill me if she knew I'd spent her ‘ard earned cash 
on more bits o’ dead cow. We’ve got tons o’ the bloody things 
knocking around at home somewhere, already. 


‘How much fer yer cow’s hooves?’ He demanded of the 
unguemonger. 


‘Bless you, sir, he grovelled. ‘Official merchandise, sir. Only the 
best for an Olympian like you, sir. No cheap Trojan stuff here, sir’ 


‘How much?’ 
‘To you, sir, just one drachma. That’s all I ask’ 
‘T'll give yer three obols, yer thieving get’ 


‘Please sir, I can't do it. If I let ‘em go for any less than eight 
obols my boss’ll rape my wife and bond our seven children into 
slavery. 


‘Four’ 

‘But sir; my wife and children?’ 

‘Five!’ 

‘It’s a deal?’ 

Hector handed over the five, silver coins and Apollo danced 
away; happily clacking his hooves. 

‘So, cmon, dad, how come you're so honourable?’ said 
Hermes, as they shuffled on through the crowd. ‘What’ve you ever 
done that’s so great?’ 

Hector stood still and pointed at the statue. ‘You see that, son? 
Well where d’you think it came from?’ 
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‘Wow! Dad! Did you build that?’ 


Sitting atop a twelve-foot-high, marble base, a forty-foot tall 
sculpture of Zeus, menacing but magnificent and crafted from 
nothing but the whitest ivory and the purist gold, dominated the 
entire precinct. Eric’s gaze was magnetically drawn towards it; 
nothing he had ever seen in his life came close in comparison to the 
gaudy splendour of this monumental construction. Spiritually, Eric 
was an abiding atheist, but even he felt humbled in the presence of 
this God. 


‘No, son, not exactly.” Hector hedged. ‘But if you remember, | 
had to go away last year?’ 


‘Yeah... 
‘Well, where d’you think I went?’ 


‘IT dunno, dad. In fact, to be honest, I don’t have a clue what you 
do for a living. I tell all my mates you’re musician; but that’s only 
because I want to get into the band’ He swung his musical 
instrument from his back and began strumming a few bars. 


‘Nah, son, I’ve got a much cooler job than any lousy musician. 
I’m an ivory trader’ Eric could feel the blast-wave of pride, radiating 
out of Hector; even from his position ten feet away. ‘And I was in 
Africa!’ 


‘Africa?’ said Hermes. 
‘Yeah, son, I was on a mission from the Gods!’ 


‘Crispy goat’s ears, sir?’ another trader had accosted Eric as he 
stood and stared at the statue. 


‘Will you fuck off?’ Eric screamed in exasperation. 

‘Cow snacks?’ the man persisted. ‘I’ve got ‘em all, sir. Ears, 
noses, tails, bollocks... whatever takes yer fancy, sir. Any flavour you 
like... Barbecue, salt and vinegar, cheese and onion, you name it, 
we've got it.’ 

‘Three bags o’ smoky bacon, please, Hector interrupted. 

‘Cow’s ears or goat’s bollocks, sir?’ 

‘T’ll take two cow’s ears and a bag o’ bollocks, please. 
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‘Any vine leaves, sir?’ 

Hector tapped his ample belly. ‘Do I look like a man who eats 
chuffing vine leaves?’ 

Hermes stuffed his cow’s ears in his pocket and picked up the 
interrogation of his father. ‘A mission from the Gods?’ 

‘Yeah, son, Hector replied. ‘We went to the Congo. I reckon we 
must've slaughtered a couple o’ thousand elephants to get enough 
ivory to build that statue. Look at it, ain’t it magnificent? It’s unique 
too. No one'll ever copy it: 

‘Why’s that then, dad. Has Zeus declared it shall be the only 
one, or something?’ 

‘Nah, son,’ Hector laughed. ‘It’s ‘cos there ain’t enough chuffing 
elephants left in Africa to build another one’ 

As they moved out of the square the noises subtly changed. 
The intensity of racket, amplified by the proximity of the buildings, 
gave way to an aroma of excited voices, interspersed with the 
clackety-clack sounds of children playing with their sacred cow’s 
hooves. 

‘But weren't the Africans a bit miffed at you killing all their 
elephants, Dad?’ 

“Nah, not at all, son. Sad, misguided, agnostic fools. You see, 
they don’t have any Gods and stuff like us. So of course, they had no 
experience of the fighting, the killing, the maiming and raping of the 
animals and the innocents, like us Greeks. Those poor little African 
heathens never stood a chance. It was like taking Turkish delight 
from a baby’ 

Above the general hubbub, Eric could hear the voice of 
another trader hawking his wares. ‘Samson Hair... Get yer lucky 
Samson hair; while you've still got yer strength... c'mon lads, you'll 
not regret it... cut by Delilah herself... last few tufts..’ But Eric’s 
attention was elsewhere. 

‘But surely you gave ‘em something in return, dad?’ Hermes 
replied. 

‘Yeah, o’course we did, son. We gave ‘em culture!’ 
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‘And they say, ‘beware of Greeks bearing gifts’? Hermes tutted. 
‘The generosity of the Gods never ceases to amaze, does it, dad?’ 


‘Nah, son, 
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Chapter 7 


Like tributaries into a vast, swelling river, Eric was swept 
along on a tide of humanity heading, inexorably towards the ocean. 
Except, in this case, their destination was not an ocean and this was 
no tide of humanity. If humanity was to be defined as ‘all the living 
inhabitants of the world’, the description, on the face of it, seemed 
apt. Less apt however, when the demographic of the crowd was 
taken into consideration, because it would not have taken a very 
astute Sherlock to observe that this crowd was made up almost 
entirely of men! And if the definition of humanity were to be taken 
as ‘marked or motivated by concern for the wellbeing of others’, 
then inhumanity would have found favour as the better descriptor. 
That they were all heading in the same direction was unarguable. 
And it wasn’t long before Eric saw what that direction was. 


A fog of dust, kicked up by the feet of the scrum, threatened to 
block out the sun, but it couldn’t hide the majesty of Zeus earlier 
and it couldn’t disguise the splendour of the stadium that now 
homed into view. 


‘Jesus ‘fucking’ Christ!’ Eric screamed, as his foot was trodden 
on for the umpteenth time. ‘Will you watch where you're fucking 
going?’ He looked down and saw a face he recognised. ‘FRANK?’ 

A look of incredulity would not have been amiss, but all Eric 
saw on the man’s face was a look of mild realisation, replaced 
almost instantly by a look of disappointment. He grabbed Eric by 
the wrist, his grip was as firm as a rusty mole wrench, and dragged 
him, like a tugboat heading upstream, through the mire of 
complaining bodies until they reached the relative calm of a small 
taverna on the edge of the bustling market square. 

‘Have you got a ticket?’ 

‘What!’ Eric stared at his captor, with a look of vacuousness 
that betrayed his blatant lack of understanding of the question. 

‘Have you got a ticket for the games?’ 


‘What the fuck are you talking about?’ Eric squealed. 
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‘If you haven't got a ticket, how were you hoping to get in?’ 

‘I don’t give a toss about the bleeding ‘games’. I came here to 
find youl’ 

‘Yes, I realise that,’ said Frank, calmly. ‘But, I came here to see 


the games. Whatever you came here for can wait ‘til afterwards. 
Luckily, I have two tickets; so, do you fancy a pint before we go?’ 


Eric glanced around at his surroundings. ‘Yeah, okay’ 


They sat at a small, rickety wooden table on small, rickety 
wooden chairs and waited for the small, rickety looking waitress to 
hobble over and take their order. ‘What I don’t understand, said 
Eric, ‘is how you knew who I was?’ 


‘Not very bright, are we?’ said Frank. 
‘I beg your pardon..: 


‘Jesus ‘fucking’ Christ? (Peace be upon him).’ Frank crossed 
himself. 


‘What about him?’ 


‘Well, he’s not going to be born for another seven hundred and 
seventy-six years, is he? Besides, I recognised my costume; must 
say, it looks better on you than it ever did on me. But who, in the 
name of Blair, suggested you wear a Spartan uniform in Olympia? I 
bet it was that bloody wife of mine, wasn’t it? You stick out like a... 


‘An uncircumcised prick at a lesbian bah mitzvah?’ 

‘Precisely. 

‘Aren't you at all interested in how I got here?’ asked Eric. 

‘I assume you found my Time Capsule: 

‘Don’t you want to know where?’ said Eric. 

‘Only if it’s not going to take too long; the games start in about 
an hour’ 

‘I found it embedded, inside a 67-million-year-old fossil!’ 

‘Really! Wow! You realise what this means, don’t you?’ he 
looked enquiringly into Eric’s eyes. ‘No, obviously not... Well, what 
it means is, if the Time Capsule has travelled back 67 million years, 
then we can say for certain that time has been constant for at least 


41 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


that long. This means, effectively, I can go back in time as far as | 
want. That’s fantastic; it’s answered one of the most fundamental 
questions of time travel. I think that calls for a drink! Don’t you?’ 


‘T don’t understand, said Eric. 


‘Don’t worry about it, nor did Einstein or Hawking. I knew 
they were wrong; constant time, it’s the only thing that makes any 
sense. 


‘Certainly, you’re not making much sense, said Eric. ‘I’ve come 
here to rescue you and all you can think about is some stupid games 
and some meaningless science crap: 


‘Meaningless, is it?’ smiled Frank. ‘How much money have you 
got?’ 

‘What, you mean Greek money?’ Eric replied. ‘None.’ 

‘No, not Greek money; how much money have you got in the 
bank?’ 

‘Well, to be honest, the answer’s still none. So what?’ 


‘So what... so what? I'll tell you “so what”. Before I started 
working on time travel, I had a small fortune. Over the years it’s all 
gone; ploughed into this project; millions and millions of pounds. 
I’ve never really stopped to think about it, but I reckon I must’ve 
spent at least two-hundred and fifty million to get where I am today, 
but it was all worth it. It was worth every penny!’ 


‘Two-hundred and fifty million quid! To end up in this dump. 
Are you mad?’ 

‘You'll see’ An enigmatic smile broke across Frank’s face. 
‘C’mon, let’s go to the games; shall we?’ 


As they approached the stadium, Eric recognised the tune 
blasting out of the loudspeakers, it was The Trap by Ron Goodwin. 
He recognised it because it was the music the BBC used every year 
to cover the London marathon. Every year Eric watched the 
marathon and every year it almost inspired him to get out and do a 
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bit of jogging. He even went as far as buying a pair of trainers once, 
but they remain unworn at the back of his wardrobe, with the sale 
tickets still attached. He recognised the tune, but he didn’t 
recognise the instrumentation - it was as if the band were playing 
on real cut-gut to produce the sounds, using cats that were still very 
much attached and screaming in protestation. 


‘Sorry... SOrry... excuse me... sorry... by the time they got into 
the stands most of the crowd were already seated. A hum of hushed 
expectation hung in the arid, motionless air of the arena, 
interspersed with the constant, annoying clack, clack, clack of 
dismembered cow hooves. As they got to their seats Eric recognised 
one of the bovine percussionists sitting right in front of them; it was 
Apollo, sitting between his father, Hector and his brother Hermes. 


Alongside each seat, was a wooden post and atop the posts 
was, a small conch shell, about the size of a clenched fist. Eric tried 
to pick up his shell, he could see many others in the crowd had done 
so and were now pressing them to their ears, but Eric’s shell would 
not budge. He tried wrenching it a bit harder. 


‘No, no,’ said Frank. ‘Here, let me show you’ He took a battered 
bronze coin from a small leather bag that hung from his waist-belt 
and inserted it into a slot in the side of his post. Instantly the conch 
shell came free. Frank pulled it to his ear, as he did so Eric noticed a 
tight piece of twine attached to one end of the shell. 

‘What is it?’ asked Eric. 


‘Radio commentary, Frank replied. ‘I helped them rig it all up; 
that’s how I got the tickets. They owe me, big time. Have you never 
made a telephone out of two old tin cans and a piece of string?’ 

‘When I was a kid, said Eric. 


‘Yeah, well this is exactly the same, only on a bigger scale. All 
the conch shells are attached to twine that runs through conduit 
under the stands where they are all bundled together and fed into a 
massive microphone. The microphone is actually that ten-foot 
diameter gold dish, housed in that building over there’ Frank 
pointed to the far end of the stadium where a tall, open fronted, 
wooden construction stood, overlooking the track. 
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‘Inside that hut is the broadcasting team and they’ll be giving 
a running commentary on events to anyone who pays their ten 
centari to listen. It’s a licence to print money: 


He took another coin out of his bag and released Eric’s shell. 
‘Here you go’ 

Eric took the shell and placed it on his right ear. He was 
surprised at how clear the resonance was. He could hear every 
word of the commentator’s speech. 


‘In the radio commentary box today and throughout our full 
and exclusive Olympic Grandstand coverage are _ Desius 
Lynamopopolous and Davidos Colemanoballsius. So, gentlemen, it’s 
over to you.’ 

‘Thank you Raymondo...’ said Desius ‘Okay then Davidos, why 
don’t you tell us all why Olympus won the vote to hold this, the very 
first Games?’ 

‘Well Desius,’ Davidos replied, ‘it was a closely contested race as 
you know, and there were a lot of doubts as to whether the Greeks 
could actually deliver it on time. But to look around us now with over 
50,000 men, women and children, cheering, gorging and enjoying 
themselves in this sultry arena, I can only say the Gods must be 
smiling down on us from Mt. Olympus.’ 


‘That’s 50,000 men, women and children without the women of 
course Davidos?’ 


‘Yes, without the women of course. We don’t want their sort 
here, now do we?” 


Absolutely not. After all, someone has to stay at home and 
prepare the meals and clean the houses. I’m sure they’re not 
interested in seeing a bunch of naked, oily, muscular hunks running 
around Olympus with their todgers hanging out now, are they?’ 


Anyway Des,’ said Davidos, ‘to get back to your original 
question. This time last year there were serious doubts about the 
Olympian bid. The transport infrastructure in the city was in 
complete disarray; far too many chariots and nowhere near enough 
horses, and the roads were nothing more than dirt tracks.’ 
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‘They still are, aren’t they?’ said Desius. 

‘Yes Des, and likely to remain that way until about AD 1850 
when some Scotch bloke is due to invent tarmac.’ 

And then there were concerns about this magnificent stadium 
too I believe?’ said Desius. 

‘Yes, indeed Des. The works were about six moons behind 
schedule at one stage and it was looking very likely that we wouldn't 
get it finished before Zeusmas, at the rate they were going.’ 

‘So, what got it back on track then David?’ 

‘Oh, a few divine thunderbolts up the arse usually does the trick, 
Des.’ 

‘So, who else was in the running to host this, the first, 
Olympiad?’ said Desius. 

‘Londinium of course. They put in a bid,’ Davidos replied. 

‘Yes of course, they’d bid for any poxy little sporting event 
wouldn't they. So why weren't they chosen?’ 

‘Well, apart from the fact that Londinium won't be built for 
another 800 years - which was a bit of an embarrassment - their 
bribe to the IOC of Mules, Mead and Maidens was not sufficiently 
tempting. They accepted the bribes graciously though and promised 
Londinium that they could have the games in AD 2012.’ 

‘Davidos, I see from the program that there is only one race at 
this year’s Olympics; is that right?’ 

‘Yes Desius, it’s called the Stade. The competitors have to sprint 
from one end of the stadium to the other. A distance of about 200 
yards,’ 

And they’ve had to train solidly for ten months for this? A bit 
excessive wouldn't you say?” 

‘Not at all, old chap. This is much more than just a running 
race. This Olympiad is, above all, a homage to the Gods. Each 
competitor must train and study hard to show his morality and 
religious worthiness. To be included in the race, and in order to please 
Zeus, he is required to hack the head off some poor defenceless animal 
over at the Bouleuterion.’ 
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* 

Eric took the shell from his ear and rested it on his knee. ‘This 
is really good, isn’t it?’ he turned to Frank. 

‘It gets better later, just you wait and see.’ 


Eric’s ear now picked up the conversation of the family in 
front of him. Although, Apollo was talking so loudly he didn’t really 
need to strain to hear what was being said. 


‘Dad, it says in my program that this is the first Olympic 
Games in 776 BC. What’s this BC?’ 


‘Before Christ, Hector replied. 

‘What’s Christ?’ 

‘God knows. Stop asking stupid questions. Just shut up and eat 
your cow’s ears. 


Above the general hum of the crowd the crackly sound of the 
stadium announcer, screaming through a large conical horn, 
bellowed forth: 


A bit of late breaking news,’ he began. ‘The favourite for today’s 
race, Achilles, has pulled out before going to post, with a damaged 
tendon in his heel. All bets on Achilles are declared void. Rule 4 applies 
and the bookmakers will deduct Ten Centari in the Drachma.’ 


‘Dad, Hermes has nicked my cow’s ears, screamed Apollo. 
‘| didn’t!’ Hermes screamed back. 
‘You liar!’ 


‘Shut up the pair of you, just sort it out, screamed their father. 
‘Hermes, give Apollo that musical instrument thing of yours; 
anything to shut him up. 

‘It’s alyre, Hermes sounded miffed. 


‘Corinthian Cow-Pats, Hermes!’ Hector was obviously losing 
the little patience he had. ‘I can see the damned things behind your 
back. And don’t call your brother ‘it’ he’s got a name you know?’ 


‘No dad, Hermes replied. ‘The musical instrument; It’s called a 
lyre. It’s made from the shell of a tortoise.’ 


‘Yeah Hermes, give me that banjo.’ Apollo squealed. 
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Hermes thumped the lyre into his brother’s chest. ‘Here you 


are you little pig’s snout, now pluck off? 
* 


Eric picked up his shell again. Davidos’ voice resumed in his 
ear. 


‘Tt’s another gloriously, hot day here in Olympia and the tension 
is building in the Stadium. But we’re not sure if that is in anticipation 
of the Main event or because a group of Athenians appear to have got 
hold of some tickets in the Spartan’s end. Let’s just hope the Sacred 
Truce lasts until after the race.’ 


‘The heats have produced some very fast times Davidos. I see 
that Spartacus has equalled his personal best time of 25 
Hippopotamuses. Or 26 Hippopotami, if you prefer your times in 
Classical Latin. 


A bit of shock news here though Dave. One of the favourites for 
the race, local hero, Costas Apacket is out!’ 


‘What a Greek tragedy Des?’ 


‘Not really Davidos, he’s a cheat! A routine drugs test found 
traces of the banned stimulant Ambrosia in his blood. And we all 
know Ambrosia is the exclusive food of the Gods and no mortal is 
allowed to touch it.’ 


‘I see it says here that he has been banned from all competition 
for two years,’ said Davidos. ‘But as the next games aren't for another 
four years the punishment seems rather lenient, wouldn’t you say? It 
sounds to me like the drug disciplinary council needs a shot in the 
arm. 

A spokesman from the medical committee - a Dr Hippocrates - 
refused to comment, saying only that he had signed an Oath. An Oath 
to what we don't know, one can only assume it is an oath of silence.’ 

‘Twenty men have qualified for the final.’ Desius butted in. And 
if we look now, to the far end of the stadium, I think we can see them 
all lining up. Yes, here comes the starter. So here we go Davidos. 
Games On!’ 


The noise in the stadium erupted like a saucepan coming to 


47 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


the boil. Each faction, cheering their own local champion, was 
trying to over-shout the next. The result was a deafening mixture of 
encouragement and threats. People had come from all over the 
Grecian archipelago, from the Athenian mainland, from the 
mountains around Olympus and from the Peloponnesian island of 
Sparta. Weapons had been left at home, but attitudes had made the 
trip. If it hadn’t been for the Sacred Truce, the stadium was more 
likely to be holding a pitched battle, than an assemblage of allies 
celebrating their diversity and friendship. The atmosphere was as 
thick as at any Millwall, Leeds match back in the seventies. 

Eric put his shell to his ear, to block out as much of the noise 
as he could. 


‘Thank you, Des.’ Davidos picked up the commentary. ‘Yes, I can 
see them now; all twenty of them paired off three to a lane. Here we 
go then... They’re under orders...’ 

Only those stood very close to the starter could hear his cry. 
‘On your Markus’... ‘Get Septimus’... ‘Leipo... 

‘Linfordius Christodoulou has exploded out of the blocks; he’s 
opening his legs now and showing us his class. But coming up fast on 
the Stand side is Alanus of Wells.’ Beamed Davidos Colemanoballsius. 


‘C'mon Alanus... C’mon Alanus..’ the person doing the 
screaming, sounded like an overenthusiastic, rather effeminate 
Jimmy Crankie. The reedy, high-pitched Scottish accent penetrated 
the dissonant baritone crowd noise like a dagger through the 
temple. 

‘Wells has stopped, he’s looking into the crowd. He’s got his 
hands on his knees and he’s holding his head in despair,’ squealed 
Davidos. ‘Oh, my Zeus! It appears the Astynomia have arrested a 
WOMAN! 


‘Yes, there she is, top tier of the stand. She’s trying to disguise 
herself under that tartan shawl! Remarkable Des. Has this ever 
happened at an Olympics before?’ 


‘Unlikely Davidos, seeing as this is the first one.’ 
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‘Oh dear, Desius, in all the excitement we seem to have missed 
the race. I suppose we'll just have to wait and see who gets the Olive 
branch.’ 

‘Or wait about 3000 years until somebody invents the TV action 
replay, Dave.’ 

‘Oh now! There’s a turn-up! It’s been given to Corobius the 
Elysian. Unbelievable Des, the lad is only eighteen!’ 

I’m sure in the future he’ll go down as one of the great 
unknown champions, Davidos. Especially as so little is known about 
him.’ 

‘But I bet they'll be dancing in the streets of Elis tonight, Des... 


Remarkable? 
* 


‘Oh, hello Ron,’ said Desius. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve just 
been joined in the commentary box by our post-race analyst, Mr 
Biggus Ronnus. Welcome Big Ron, and what did you make of the 
race?’ 


yw 


As Dave says, “Remarkable,” said Big Ron. And even more 
remarkable Des, this lad was lucky to be here at all. He was almost 
disqualified very early doors.’ 

‘Oh, that is remarkable, Ron. So, tell us, what happened?’ 


‘Well Dave, apparently, the lad failed with his first attempt to 
hack the head off his Sacrificial Cow over at the Bouleuterion.’ 

Are you sure?’ said Davidos. ‘I thought that meant instant 
disqualification, how come he got a second chance?’ 

‘Well, our man on the touch-line, Geoffus Shreevorakis, tells me 
that young Corobius made a good attempt, but the cow’s head was 
still hanging on by a thread. Then, some eagle-eyed Hellondic, noticed 
that the cow was ‘with calf: Spotter’s Badge for that man. And of 
course, being pregnant always makes them a bit more... how shall I 
put this diplomatical?... We don’t want to offend any of the ladies 
now, do we?... Umm... Sinewy? So, they took pity on the poor lad and 
allowed him to hack another cow to death.’ 


‘He’s a lucky boy then Ron?’ said Desius. 
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‘Yes, indeed Des. Unlike the poor ‘Trojan’ cow.’ 

‘Ooh, careful Ron. I’m not sure you're allowed to use that word 
on-air.’ 

Jupiter’s Jock Strap! Des, we’re not still ‘Persian’ broadcasting, 
are we?’ 

The noise of microphones being hastily unplugged, rattled 
through Eric’s earpiece. Then all was quiet. 

Hector jumped up and began ushering his sons towards the 
exit. ‘Okay boys, let’s go. We’ve got to get home before the Sacred 
Truce ends. 

‘Is that it?’ Apollo complained. 

‘Can't we stay for the closing ceremony? It’s gonna be the 
Mollussus’ orchises, dad, chipped in Hermes. 

‘Why, what’s so great about the closing ceremony? It’s just a 
load of women with their tits out carrying urns of wine around. 
Surely you've seen an urn of wine before?’ 

‘Yeah. But they gonna slaughter a load of animals and burn 
‘em on that big fire. It should be a right laugh, Hermes cried. 

‘Yeah, and we might get to smash some crockery, added 
Apollo. 

‘Oh, alright boys, Hector conceded. ‘I must admit, I do still 
enjoy a good old sacrifice and plate slinging party. Hacking the 
heads off a few mangy cows, and setting fire to them, now that’s 
what I call family entertainment’ 

‘And of course, dad, it’s all in the name of Zeus. Isn't religion a 
wonderful and benevolent thing?’ Hermes put his arm around his 
father and his brother as they headed away from the arena. 
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Chapter 8 


‘I have to ask, said Eric, as they went with the crowd, out of 
the arena and back towards the bustling metropolis. ‘You say this 
project has cost you over two-hundred and fifty million quid... so 
where did you get all that money from in the first place? Did you 
inherit it? Or did one of your inventions make it big?’ 

‘Neither, Frank replied, enigmatically. ‘In fact, until I met you 
earlier today I never really knew where the money came from 
myself; but now it all makes sense.’ 

‘Makes sense? I wish you’d make fucking sense’ 

‘What if I was to say to you ‘I’ve met you before’?’ 

‘Well I’ve never met you before! I think I’d remember if I had’ 

‘Quite, Frank smiled. ‘I’ve met you before, but you’ve never 
met me. I love conundrums, don’t you?’ 

‘No: 

‘Think about it man! You've been to my house in Bristol?’ 

‘Of course!’ the penny suddenly dropped. ‘Your house used to 
be my house; I must’ve sold it to you. 

‘Well done. I was looking for a house with a grotesquely large 
shed in which to carry out my research into Time Travel, and you 
were moving onward and upward having just won £10 million on 
the Euro Millions Lotto. Or at least that’s what you told us at the 
time. I suspect you never actually won the Lotto. 

‘I suspect you're right. I’ve never bought a bloody lottery 
ticket in my life. Nothing but a poor man’s fucking tax, if you ask me. 
All those ridiculous mugs, queuing up every Wednesday and 
Saturday at the ciggy counter at Kwik Save really piss me off. I’m 
stood there desperate to get a quick packet of fags and they’re stood 
there desperate to throw their money down the drain. It’s obscene. 

‘Quite. So, somehow, in late 2016, you come into £10 million 
and | get a mysterious deposit of £256 million into my bank 
account. Now do you like conundrums?’ 

‘Carol Vorderman’s looking more attractive all the time. | still 
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don’t get it though...’ Eric sighed. 

‘I do, Frank grabbed him by the wrist and pulled him out of 
the main artery of people leaving the stadium and into a quiet side 
street. They turned left past a pottery shop called Ulysses’ Urn 
Emporium, which was just shutting up for the day, and then took a 
right past Artemis Singh’s Corner Shop, which seemed to sell 
everything and which, despite the hour, was very much still open. 
As they turned into Aphrodite Avenue, Eric went arse over tit over a 
sign that was blocking two thirds of the pavement. ‘Feast yourself 
on our Limited Edition Olympic, Triple Bacon, Double Feta, Mega- 
burger’, read the sign. Eric looked up from his face-down, prone 
position in the gutter at the, gaudy, red and yellow painted entrance 
to ‘Olympus Kebab and Burger’. Suddenly he felt very hungry. 

‘Do you have any money left, Frank?’ 

‘I dare say I’ve got enough for a couple of kebabs, he seemed 
to be reading Eric’s mind. ‘Are you hungry then? Didn’t my wife feed 
you?’ 

‘Well she did offer me something, but I wasn’t particularly 
hungry at the time; now I could eat a scabby, sacrificial cow’ 

‘Ah, she’s still trying to get rid of that mushroom stroganoff, is 
she? Well we could always go over to the Bouleuterion and see if 
they’ve got any cows left, if you want?’ 

‘No, it’s okay, a kebab’Il do,’ 

Frank fumbled with his purse as he entered the shop. ‘Two 
large donners please, Costas, he demanded of the burly man behind 
the counter. 


Eric brushed himself off and joined Frank in the shop. 
‘You want chilli sauce?’ said Costas. 
‘Yeah, just give us the works, said Eric. 


As soon as they left the shop Eric picked over his massive 
kebab, taking off half the onion, all the tomatoes and, of course, the 
ubiquitous whole, green jalapeno peppers, and slung them, with 
relish, onto the pavement. 


Frank looked at him with a face full of scorn. ‘What did you do 
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that for?’ 

‘Oh, it’s just easier than trying to explain to these stupid 
fuckers, what you really want’ 

‘Stupid fuckers?’ an inquisitive and accusing tone revealed that 
Frank was not united of the same opinion of their hosts as was Eric. 
‘Are you sure you don’t mean ‘ethnics?” 

‘No, I definitely mean ‘stupid fuckers’; you know - fuckers, 
who are stupid? Come on, I need to sit down’ 

‘Okay, follow me, said Frank. It was obvious he was not 
entirely convinced. 

As they turned the next corner they found themselves in the 
Civic Square. With dusk descended and with the post-Olympics 
party now in full swing the Square was practically deserted. Frank 
directed them to the far side of the piazza where they sat down, on 
the steps of the Temple of Hera, directly below the magnificent 
statue of Zeus and ate their food. 

As he licked the last remnants of chilli sauce from his lips 
Frank began to speak. ‘See that statue over there? How much do you 
think it’s worth?’ 

‘What, the statue of Zeus?’ Eric pondered. ‘I’ve no idea. It must 
be priceless. 

‘No, not priceless. Everything has a price. By my calculation 
that statue is worth £266 million’ 


‘£266 million quid? How do work that out, then?’ 

‘Simple. £10 million for you and £256 million for me’ 

‘You mean... we’re gonna nick the fucking thing? How? It must 
weigh a hundred tonnes.’ 

‘E=mc2? said Frank. 

‘I wish you'd stop talking in fucking riddles’ 

‘No, come on, you ‘stupid fucker; it’s simple. Energy, i.e. the 
energy we require to move this statue, is equal to its mass - which 


as you Say, must be at least a hundred tonnes - times the speed of 
light, squared. However, and here’s the rub, we are not going to 
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move it physically, we’re going to move it through time. I haven’t got 
time to explain it all now, but time travel is fundamentally a 
different dimension to light travel; so ‘c squared’ doesn’t apply; ‘c’ is 
basically equal to zero. Now apply that to Einstein’s formula’ 

‘Oh, said Eric. 

‘So, come on, let’s get it out of here before anyone notices it’s 
gone. All we have to do is hold onto it somewhere and as long as we 
are both holding onto the Time Capsule as well, it will come with 
us.’ Frank took out the Time Capsule and started to twiddle some 
knobs. 

Eric retrieved the other Time Capsule from his bum-bag. 
‘Won't we be needing this too?’ 

‘No, Frank replied. ‘If we both hold onto the Mark 2, and the 
statue, that’s all we’ll need. The Mark 1, although it will move us 
through time, has one rather important design flaw. Put it away, we 
may need it in an emergency. 

Eric put the Mark 1 back into his bum-bag and followed Eric 
over to the statue. They sat at the feet of Zeus and each wrapped an 
arm around one of his massive legs; the pristine, polished ivory was 
cold to the touch. With their free hand, they held onto the Time 
Capsule and Frank pressed the ‘Home’ button. 

The next thing he knew they were back in Frank’s garden. The 
statue of Zeus didn’t look quite so magnificent, teetering 
dangerously as it did on the edge of Gwen’s rather rickety rockery, 
but it still looked a million dollars. In fact, as Frank had already 
pointed out, it looked a billion dollars at the current exchange rate. 
Eric looked beyond the statue to the end of the garden he used to 
tend so lovingly. His beds of petunias and terraces of sun flowers 
and hollyhocks had all gone; consumed under a deep and 
encroaching jungle of brambles, stinging nettles and gargantuan 
dandelions. Rusting in a heap in the corner of the garden was the 
remains of Moira’s trampoline. 

He pointed, disappointedly at the tangle of metal. ‘That used 
to be my daughter’s pride and joy, he simpered. 

‘Yes, I’m sure young Moira has had many contented a jump on 
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that trampoline, said Frank, with a smirk. 


Eric looked at him with uncharacteristic fatherly concern and 
frowned. The late evening sun glinting off the gold laurel crown 
around Zeus’ head distracted his train of ire. For ten million quid, I 
can probably forgive him. Eric thought stoically. 


Leaving Zeus wobbling precariously on his plinth, Frank and 
Eric retired to the house. Gwen was in the kitchen; as Frank came 
through the door, she dropped whatever it was she had been 
holding in her hand, which smashed to a thousand pieces on the 
polished, black stone floor, and leapt at her husband. She threw her 
arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist. Going 
at him, like a demented woodpecker, she kissed every inch of his 
substantial shiny dome. ‘Oh baby! I thought I’d never see you again. 
Thank God you're alive.’ Stopping for a second to take a breath, she 
suddenly noticed Eric, cringing in the doorway. She pushed away 
from Frank’s embrace then launched herself, in the same manner, 
onto Eric. Eric’s knees buckled under the weight and he fell 
backwards with Gwen still clinging on. 


He braced himself for the inevitable pelvic disintegration 
when his arse hit the floor, but it never came. Instead, half way 
down, his fall was cushioned. From somewhere in the sheer, 
blackness of the utility room a section of the wall had opened and a 
large, silver, domed hovering device had emerged. It was this that 
had buffered Eric’s fall, but it hadn't disentangled his burden. 
Engulfed in the ample cleavage of Gwen's bosom he could barely 
make out what was going on, but the vibrations through his 
buttocks told him they were on the move. Every now and again 
there was a crack and a tinkle as, whatever they were sitting on, 
sucked up a piece of the broken crockery from the floor. The larger 
pieces pinged against the inside of the device and sent ripples 
through his groin; it was really quite erotic, and soon Eric could feel 
his penis rising. Gwen obviously felt it too, and with a surprised, 
but not offended, little oooh! She released her grip on Eric and slid 
off his lap. ‘Thank you, Eric..’ she blew him a kiss from her 
recumbent position on the floor. 
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Eric was chuffed to have had his actions acknowledged, 
however unintentional and uningratiating those actions might have 
been... disappointed though when she added; ‘.. for saving my 
Frank’ 


She got up off the floor. ‘A nice cuppa tea boys? That’s what 
you'll be wanting, I shouldn’t wonder’ 

‘Brilliant, Frank beamed. ‘Okay, so I’m going to go and stick 
this thing on eBay. Then, when we get the money, which of course 
we already know we will, you take it back to 2016. Keep £10 million 
for yourself and stick the rest of it in my bank account. Got it?’ 

Reality dawned slowly in Eric’s befuddled brain; a small pang, 
which had been niggling at the back of his head since Frank first 
mentioned the £10 million, gradually came to the fore. He was well 
acquainted with the saying “if it sounds too good to be true...”. Eric 
hadn't really considered the practicalities of this operation until 
now. 

‘Look, I may be a bit thick, he said as Gwen passed him his cup 
of tea, ‘but I don’t think you've thought this through properly. £266 
million sounds fantastic, but even I know you can’t go depositing 
large amounts of cash like that, into a bank, without arousing some 
suspicion. I don’t want to get slung in nick’ 

‘Mmm, good point... Finances were never my strong point. | 
always left all that stuff to Gwen,’ Frank rubbed his chin... ‘Gwen?’ 

‘He’s right. I don’t know what you're talking about, but Eric is 
right. Anything more than about £50,000 and you'll have the 
Organised Crime Pigs down on you like a £10 whore’s pimp. Any 
more and it could be the fucking SS’ 

‘And another thing, Eric was on a roll. ‘I don’t know what the 
regulations are in 2046, but in my experience, you'd struggle to sell 
a feather duster, back in 2016, if some fucking tree-hugger claimed 
the feathers came from an endangered species of chicken or 
something. I don’t know how you hope to shift eighty odd tonnes of 
fucking ivory!’ 

‘Mmm, | see your point, Frank stared out of the kitchen 
window at their prize, gleaming away in the late evening glow. 
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‘He doesn’t look quite so magnificent now, does he?’ Eric 
intruded on Frank’s thoughts. ‘I think you should take him back 
where we got him from; before someone starts asking too many 
questions.’ 

‘Mmm, quite so.’ Frank looked and sounded rather dispirited. 
‘But if I do that, how are we going to get the money to finance my 
Time Capsule project?’ 

‘I know what I said earlier, but maybe I was wrong. Perhaps I 
ought to buy a lottery ticket?’ Eric teased. 

‘No... no... you were quite right. The odds on winning the 
lottery are millions to one. They are just a poor man’s tax’ 

Eric extracted the Mark 1 from his bum-bag. ‘Not if you've got 
one of these!’ 

He could see the light going on in Frank’s eyes. ‘But... but... 
wouldn't that be cheating?’ 

‘Believe me. It’s what anyone else would do if they had a 
fucking Time machine!’ Eric laughed. 

Frank laughed with him. He fumbled in his pocket and 
brought out a two-pound coin. ‘Here you go then; take this back to 
2016 and put it on the next Euro-millions Lottery that’s gonna win 
us at least twenty million quid. Gwen? Be a love. Could you go and 
check the interweb and let us know if there is a week, late 2016, 
early 2017 when the Euro-millions jackpot paid out £20 million or 
more? Thanks. 

Gwen seemed happy to oblige. 

‘Okay, said Frank. ‘Change of plan. If we’re gonna cheat, we 
might as well cheat properly. He picked up his iPhone from the 
draining board where he’d left it and spoke into the screen. ‘Footsie 
one hundred. The screen flickered into life. ‘Best performing shares 
2016 to 2046..” the screen changed instantly. Frank studied the 
resultant list carefully, and then he took a pencil and a pad of paper 
from Gwen’s handbag and started scribbling... and scribbling... and 
scribbling. 

‘Right..’ he said, eventually. ‘It says here that the average 
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return over the next thirty years, for a one-pound stake in these 
companies, will return £25.60. So that’s obviously where I get my 
£256 million from. When we win the lottery, you take my £10 
million and buy £50,000 worth of shares, in my name, in each of 
these two hundred companies.’ He handed Eric the list. 

Eric looked at Frank over the top of his glasses. ‘Okay, but how 
do you know you can trust me? What’s to stop me running off with 
the lot?’ 

‘You really haven't got this time travelling thing, have you?’ 
Frank smiled. ‘If you go back to 2016 and don’t feather my portfolio, 
I won't have the funds to develop the Time Capsule, so none of this 
will ever happen. Ergo, there won't be any money for you to nick. 
Anyway, | like you. I know I can trust you’ 

‘Fine. So how am I going to get back home if you’ve got the 
Time Capsule?’ 

‘You can use the Mark 1. 

‘Are you sure? Is it safe?’ 


‘Oh yes, it’s perfect for a trip back to your shed in 2016. Just 
don’t try using it to go any further’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘Can't you take anything on trust? Try it if you like’ Frank 
smirked, ‘but don’t blame me if it all goes tits-up- 

‘Why? What could go wrong?’ 

‘Look, take the money, stick it on the Stock Exchange and stop 
asking stupid questions’ 

* 

The first thing Eric did, when his half of the lottery win was 
securely nestled in his bank account, was to get down to 
Goldsmith’s in Cabot Circus and buy himself the most expensive, 
diamond encrusted Rolex he could find. Time had suddenly become 
very important to him. 
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Chapter 9 


‘We ought to move... Somewhere by the sea would be nice; 
Margaret had obviously forgiven him for the appearance of Gwen in 
his shed and for the disappearance of him from it. And Moira had 
even kissed him for the first time in as long as he could remember. 

Eric was not so naive as to miss the mercenary undercurrent 
in his daughter’s affection and he wondered how long Margaret’s 
propitiation would last once she had spent all his ‘winnings’ on her 
dream house by the sea. Sales brochures, for properties in 
Sandbanks, littered the lounge like scatter cushions and 
prognosticated a fairly short period of reconciliation. But for now, it 
didn’t matter. She was happy, his daughter was happy and no one 
was nagging him. Could life really get any better? He pulled his 
trousers and underpants down below his knees, slumped down into 
his favourite chair and began tapping the well-worn keys of his 
computer keyboard, typing out the phrase - 
www.naughtyneighbourhoodnymphs.gov.uk ... 

‘Come on, you haven't got time for that’ 

‘What the FUCK!’ 

‘We've got a commission, and this is a big one. I need your 
help.” Frank had popped out of thin air and was now filling the shed 
with his not inconsiderable presence. 

‘A big one? How big?’ Eric bent forward and fumbled furtively 
with the garments he was now wearing around his ankles. 


‘A billion pounds, big,’ said Frank, without inflection. 


Eric jumped from his seat, pulling his trousers and 
underpants back into their prescribed position in one, 
uncharacteristically rapid movement. ‘Jesus Christ! A billion quid!’ 
he screamed. 


‘That’s uncanny, Frank mused. “Those are nearly the exact 
words I employed in my negotiations. 


‘Negotiations? Negotiations with who?’ 
‘His Holiness the Pope; said Frank. 
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‘Come again.’ 

‘Don’t tell me you've never heard of the Pope?’ 

‘Yes, of course I have, but why would he want something from 
you?’ 

‘Have you ever heard of Richard Dawkins?’ 

‘The atheist bloke?’ 


‘That’s the one. He’s long-gone in 2046, but the Richard 
Dawkins Foundation for Reason and Science, which he founded 
back about now, currently has more members, worldwide, than The 
Roman Catholic Church. Hence the Pope is coming under a lot of 
pressure, not least from his own parishioners but also from the 
anti-religious, Dawkins disciples, to come up with some proof that 
Jesus actually existed. Of course, there is no proof - the argument’s 
always been that to be religious you have to have faith. However, in 
2046, having faith no longer washes the cassocks. You need proof. 
So, to staunch the haemorrhage of congregants away from the 
Catholic Church, the Pope needs to come up with some concrete 
evidence that Jesus was for real. I’ve promised to get him that 
evidence, in return for £1 billion. And I need you to help me’ 

‘Why me?’ 

‘Because, as I said, it’s a big job. I need a second pair of hands, 
and eyes probably, and you are the only other person in the world 
who knows about the Time Capsule,’ 

‘What about Gwen?’ 


‘What about Gwen? Have you ever read your bible? Women in 
those days were regarded as chattel. There’s no way she’d be able to 
keep her big mouth shut if some rabbi tried to tell her walk three 
paces behind me, or wear a bleeding veil. She’d be stoned to death 
before we got half a mile, and we’d probably end up being crucified 
next to JC if we took her along’ 

‘How much will I get? And is it legit?” 

‘The usual - ten percent. And you don’t get much more 
legitimate than the Catholic Church’ 

‘Ten percent? It’s not worth getting out of bed for!’ 
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‘You what? Do you know what ten percent of £1 billion is?’ 
‘Umm... err...” scratches his head. ‘Mmmm... No, 

‘Ten percent of a billion is one-hundred-million!’ 

‘What! Well why didn’t you say. So, when do we start?’ 


‘Right away. We’ve just got to nip back to my place and pick up 
a few things and get dressed in the right gear; then we’ll be off. 

‘The right gear? I’m not poncing around in no plastic 
Centurion outfit again.’ 

‘Don’t worry, I'll dress you this time. My wife and getting 
dressed-up are never normally uttered in the same sentence. Frank 
laid a hand on Eric’s shoulder. 

Suddenly the gloom of the shed was lifted. A shaft of dazzling 
sunlight burst through the window, bounced off the highly polished 
steel desk and momentarily blinded him. But even without the 
sense of vision Eric knew where he was. He staggered out of Frank’s 
shed and into the garden. When he eventually regained his sight he 
instantly wished he hadn't. 

Before him, lying on a puce and purple striped li-lo and 
wearing nothing but a pair of over-sized sunglasses and a huge, 
diamond encrusted, gold clitoris ring, Gwen was taking in the rays. 
Her generous breasts, unrestrained by any undergarments and 
heavily under the influence of gravity were hanging down into her 
armpits. The undulating ripples of fat on her belly were cooking up 
nicely to the shade of a Sainsbury’s tandoori chicken, and the 
dishevelled mott, covering her mons veneris looked remarkably like 
one of the false beards Frank was now proffering him. 

‘Hello Eric, are you keeping well?’ she asked with a knowing 
smile. 

‘Cover yourself up woman, for goodness sake. Frank 
remarked, as he handed Eric a pile of white linen vestments, an old 
bit of rope, a pair of leather-strapped sandals, a long, dark-brown 
wig and one of the fake beards. 

Eric slipped the full-length tunic over his casual attire and tied 
it, with the bit of rope, around his hips. It was far too long and 
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completely covered his feet. He looked down, he looked at the 
sandals. No one’s going to notice, he thought. He waited until 
Frank’s vision was momentarily obscured, putting on his own tunic, 
and slung the sandals over the roof of the shed. He heard them land 
safely in a leafy bush. Good, I won't be needing them. He wiggled his 
toes to demonstrate to himself the snugness of his brand-new 
trainers. The beard felt decidedly itchy. ‘Do I have to wear this? 
What’s wrong with my own beard?’ 

‘Where do you want me to start?’ said Frank. ‘Now come on, 
let’s get going. I want to be back in time for Animals Do the Funniest 
Things: 

‘Where are we going exactly?’ 

‘The Mount of Olives in Israel) Frank said, without 
elaboration. 

‘Okay, when?’ 

‘Ascension Day. 

As he said it the garden disappeared and Eric blinked to find 
himself, stood next to Frank, on a dusty, featureless hillside where 
the sun, if anything, was more searing and more blinding than the 
one they'd just left. The Mount of Olives was not quite what the 
guidebook would have led them to believe. Breaking the monotony 
of the deserted, rock-strewn landscape was one, rather mangy 
looking, olive tree. 

‘There’s nothing here!’ said Frank. 

‘What did you expect?’ 

‘Well, olive trees would have been nice. But I half expected a 
group of about twelve, hairy chaps; at least one of which should 
have been shining like a glow-worm. 

‘This is Ascension Day! I’ve done all the calculations, I’ve read 
all the literature; at this precise spot at this precise time Jesus 
should be ascending into heaven. So, where the hell is he?’ 

‘Duh. So, it never occurred to you that this story might just be 
a load of old bollocks then?’ said Eric. 
‘Yes, it did occur to me, Frank replied, ruefully. ‘There wasn’t a 
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great deal of consensus about this event in the bible. Mark doesn’t 
actually say where the ascension took place, Luke says it took place 
in Bethany, he also reckons it took place on Easter Sunday. But, in 
the Acts of the Apostles, it definitely says it took place here and it 
definitely took place today: 

‘So, what do we do now then?’ 


‘Tl tell you what we'll do. We'll go back to the site of the 
crucifixion and get the bastard while he’s still on his cross. At least 
they all agree about that.’ 

‘So why didn’t we do that in the first place?’ 

‘Space-time continuum, said Frank. ‘Out here, with no one 
else around and with the story saying he disappeared off into the 
wide-blue-yonder, it would be easy to get away with just grabbing 
him and making a quick exit. If we take him on his cross there’s 
going to be repercussions. Don’t forget, he was seen by his disciples 
after he’d died and before he ascended to heaven. We’re gonna have 
to fake something up to fit in with the story, which could mean 
bringing him back here a couple of times. The whole thing might get 
a bit messy. 

Eric scratched his head. ‘Hang on a minute; should you be 
calling Jesus a “bastard”? I thought you were a religious man?’ 

‘Yes, indeed I am; Frank replied. ‘You can't grow up in sub- 
Saharan Africa without being indoctrinated. | still have every 
syllable of the bible ringing in my ears. I was using the word 
“bastard” in its most literal sense. Mary might have been his mother, 
but we all know Joseph was not his biological father’ 

‘Is that what it says in the bible?’ Eric betrayed a knowing cut 
in his question. 

They'd been ambling along a well-trodden path around the 
base of the mountain, neither conscious of actually going anywhere, 
when suddenly the vista changed. Away to the right of the path, a 
crystal-clear stream flowed enthusiastically down a narrow valley. 
And in the distance, where the stream widened out into the 
semblance of a river, was a small grove of Olive trees. It was a long 
way off, but Frank was sure he’d seen something move amongst the 
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trees. 


‘Come on, follow me, he said, as he changed tack and headed 
off in the direction of the grove. Eric trotted to keep up. 

As they got closer it became obvious that the movement Frank 
had seen was not just the light playing tricks. There were people 
milling around in the shade. Within another hundred paces Frank 
had counted them. Eleven men standing in an expectant huddle. 

‘Here we go!’ he beamed. ‘I knew the bible was infallible. I bet 
Jesus’ll be along any minute, 

As they approached the gathering, Frank took the Time 
Capsule from his pocket and held it behind his back. ‘Stand behind 
me and keep your hand on this, he whispered to Eric. ‘There’s a 
universal translator inside it. So long as you're touching it you will 
be able to understand what they are saying and your words will 
automatically be translated into words they will understand’ 

‘I don’t get this,’ Eric shook his head. ‘You're obviously a very 
clever bloke and all that, and yet you still believe all this God 
nonsense?’ 

‘Of course, Frank replied. ‘I would never have discovered the 
secret of time travel if it hadn’t been for God. I'll tell you about it one 
day, but right now we haven't got the time. 

As he approached the group in the trees, Frank held out his 
hand and started to introduce himself. ‘Hello gentlemen, my name 
is Frank; and this is my friend Eric’ He shook the hand of the first 
man. 


The man was impressively hirsute, his hands were cracked 
and calloused and his musculature well defined, but his handshake 
was rather limp, and so was his voice. ‘Hello, Frank, he lisped 
androgynously. ‘My name is Mark. Have you come to join us?’ 

‘Maybe, Frank hedged. ‘Perhaps you would like to introduce 
us to your friends?’ 

‘Yes, of course, Mark giggled, and the others gathered closer. 
‘This is John... and Andrew... and his brother Peter... 


Frank mentally ticked off the name of each ‘disciple’, like a 
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teacher taking the register - they were all present and correct. ‘So; 
he said, after all the formalities had been completed. ‘What exactly 
are you doing here?’ 

‘We’re just waiting for one more of our friends to arrive then 
we'll begin, said Mark. 

‘Ah! I thought so, Frank smiled. ‘Jesus Christ?’ 

‘Who?’ Mark looked puzzled. 

‘Jesus Christ. He’s the man you're waiting for?’ 

‘Jesus Christ?’ Mark mused. ‘No, sorry, I’ve never heard of him. 
Is he from round here then?’ 

‘Nazareth, said Frank. 

Mark turned to his group of friends. ‘Have any of you ever 
heard of a Jesus Christ of Nazareth?’ 

‘No... no... no... an effeminate mumble, rippled round the 
group. 

‘I once knew a man called Jesus of Prepuce, Andrew chipped 
in. ‘He was an apprentice circumciser back in Old Galilee when I 
was a kid. In fact, he was the man who circumcised me - would you 
like to see?’ 

‘Humph. No, it’s okay, Frank coughed. ‘So, who are you waiting 
for?’ 

‘Gabriel, said Mark. 

‘What! The angel Gabriel?’ Frank’s voice betrayed his 
excitement. 

‘Och, he’s a canny enough lad, I suppose,’ said Mark, ‘but he 
ain't no angel. His name’s Gabriel Ryde and he’s the leader of our 
union. We’re all builders, you see? We’ve been working on the new 
Temple in Jerusalem, but those beastly Romans are trying to stitch 
us up and not pay us for all our travails. So, Gabriel has formed us 
into this union and we're going to march, this very day, on the 
Palace of Pontius Pilate.’ 

‘Builders, you say?’ said Frank, with disappointment. 

‘Yep, Mark replied. 
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‘Not fishermen?’ 

‘Nope. We're all stonemasons, and our group is called 
Stonewall. And we're all going on the Gabe Ryde march to demand 
our civil rights. You're welcome to join us if you wish’ 

‘Love to; Frank moved away, stepping on Eric’s foot. ‘Come on, 
he whispered over his shoulder, ‘let’s get out of here,’ 

He turned back to the group. ‘Sorry, but we really haven't got 
the time. If you wouldn’t mind directing us towards Jerusalem, we 
really must be on our way: 

‘Of course,’ said Peter. ‘If you follow the road for about five kilo 
cubits it’ll bring you right to the gates of the City. Alternatively, if 
you walk this way, he minced over towards the river. ‘You could 
always slip in the back way: 

‘Yeah, thanks, Frank coughed even more loudly. ‘It’s okay; I 
think we’ll stick to the straight and narrow. Thanks for all your help. 
Oh! And good luck with the march’ 


* 


They hadn't gone but a couple of hundred yards when they 
met a man heading in the direction whence they'd just departed. 
Long, straggly hair, a David Beckham “I just couldn’t be bothered to 
shave” style beard, hooked nose, deep, blue eyes, full-length, cream 
sackcloth smock with perfectly pedicured toes poking out from a 
pair of tan leather sandals and the walking gait of providential 
superiority; Frank and Eric both blinked simultaneously. 


‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’ said Frank. 

‘This guy’s a dead ringer for Jesus?’ Eric replied. 
‘Exactly!... 

‘Good afternoon, Frank beamed, as the man approached. 


The man bowed his head slightly and pressed his palms 
together in front of his chin. ‘Peace be upon you, he replied; in a 
tone that sounded more threatening than salutary. 

‘And upon you, too, young man, Frank bowed cautiously. ‘I 
don’t suppose you happen to know a man called Jesus of Nazareth, 
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do you?’ 

‘Might do, the man grunted. ‘Who wants to know?’ 

‘Excuse me, allow me to introduce myself. My name is Frank of 
err... Assisi - I mean Francis of Assisi, but you can call me Frank. 
And this is my travelling companion Eric of err... umm... err... 
Arimathea, 

‘You don’t sound too sure.’ He directed his next question to 
Eric. ‘Why do you let your slave speak before you?’ 

Eric felt the man’s suspicion vibrate his conscience; which was 
odd, as he hadn’t actually said anything. Perjury by proxy; it was an 
emotion he was unfamiliar with, but then again, this whole 
situation was somewhat unfamiliar. He hoped Frank knew what he 
was doing; and he was glad Frank was built like a gorilla. This man 
looked dangerous. 

‘No, no, I’m not his slave; Frank laughed. ‘I understand your 
bewilderment, not many free black men around here, I’m guessing. 
But, where we come from slavery was abolished a long time ago. 
Sorry, I didn’t catch your name?’ 

‘That’s ‘cos I didn’t give it. What the fuck’s going on? You're 
not filth, are you?’ the man’s eyes narrowed so much he was almost 
cross-eyed. 

‘Filth?’ 

‘Sanhedrin Scum; Pilate’s Pigs - fucking Old Gad?’ 

‘Oh... right... I see what you mean. No, we're not policemen. 
We're just a couple of travellers looking for a man who we've been 
told might be the Messiah, come to save the world’ 

‘Jesus Christ! Not another one? You want to go into Jerusalem; 
they're arse deep in fucking messiahs in there. 


‘Sorry? Did you just say Jesus Christ?’ said Frank. 


‘Yeah, Jesus Christ - the anointed one - anointed fifty, more 
like. Hang around Herod’s temple for half an hour; you're bound to 
bump into at least a dozen Jesus Christs. But don’t get your hopes 
up too high; they're all a bunch of fucking nutters.’ 

‘Is that right?’ Frank had perked up. ‘I don’t suppose Jesus of 
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Nazareth could be one of them?’ 

‘Sorry mate,’ said the man. ‘I ain't never heard of no Jesus of 
Nazareth. But it wouldn’t surprise me. There’s a Jesus of Esbus, a 
Jesus of Herodium and a Jesus of Bethlehem, to my knowledge. I 
sure at least one of those twats must’ve come from Nazareth.’ 

‘Jesus of Bethlehem, you say. He sounds like he may be the one 
we're looking for. I wonder if you could describe him to us?’ 

‘Bald. About fifty. One eye, one leg and lost about seven fingers 
to leprosy, at the last count. Nothing that would mark him out from 
the crowd. 

‘Oh, I don’t know; that gives us something to go on. Well thank 
you very much for your help Mr...?’ 

‘No problem; you're welcome, the man extended his hand and 
Frank shook it. ‘The name’s Ryde; Gabe Ryde. 

‘Gabe Ryde!’ exclaimed Frank. ‘Why, we’ve just met your band 
of merry men, 

‘Men? Huh, that’s a laugh. Seen more testosterone in a 
Tampax. They're a bunch of fucking pooftahs. Mind you, I’m glad 
they're on my side when it comes to a scrap; they don’t half fight 
dirty. Like a herd of hormonal women; if you know what I mean?’ 

Images of his wife and daughter, flashed across _ his 
consciousness. Eric knew exactly what Gabe meant. 
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Chapter 10 


Jerusalem was kicking; hot, smelly and heaving. All species of 
animal - some harnessed and domesticated, but just as many feral 
and mange ridden - milled with social equality, amongst a surging 
tide of humanity. Donkeys, camels, goats, dogs, and of course they 
were never more than a few feet away from the ubiquitous rat. Back 
in 21st century Bristol rats had the good grace to keep themselves 
hidden. Here in first century Jerusalem, these cat-sized rodents 
showed no such inhibitions. 

The market, which infested the narrow, fetid streets of the 
lower slopes of the Temple Mount, was an HSE nightmare. Behind 
the first stall they passed, a dozen or so haunches of mutton and 
goat, (with no doubt a few donkeys thrown in too), still bleeding 
from their ritual, Kosher slaughter, and turning rapidly green under 
the searing heat of the noonday sun, festered suppuratively on rusty 
hooks. The next stall offered sackcloth and sandals. Coarse and 
wretched and splattered with the blood of the dead offerings from 
the previous stall, the proprietor - Jerusalem’s answer to Primark - 
didn’t look likely to be offering any satisfaction, let alone money- 
back guarantees. 

Most of the market stalls sold fruit and veg; although, which of 
the dirt encrusted shapes littering the tables and the streets were 
the fruit and which were the vegetables, it was impossible to tell. It 
was probably better that way. Sell-by dates would not be universally 
adopted for a millennium or two and nutritional guidelines would 
have to wait even longer. Frank wondered how any of these people 
ever survived long enough to reproduce. 

‘If we’re going to find our Jesus, I think we ought to head up 
towards the temple, said Eric. 

‘What makes you think he’ll be there?’ 

‘Because he’s a fucking spiritual, isn’t he? And, God botherers 
spend half their bloody lives in temples, praying and wailing, don’t 
they? You're religious; you should know. Don’t you supposed to 
kneel on a mat, face East and babble nonsense five times a day?’ 
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‘That’s Muslims, you moron. They're not going to be around 
for another six hundred years or more... 


‘But, perhaps you do have a point. It’s as good a place as any | 
suppose. 


Being elevated atop the exalted mountain of Jerusalem - 
which, in reality, was little more than a glorified hillock - the 
imposing construction of the second Temple, with its high walls and 
vaulted antechambers, offered a welcome, more temperate climate 
and an altogether more magisterial clientele than that found in the 
jam-packed and industrious streets below. 


The products on offer in this shaded sales outlet were 
somewhat less tangible than the malodorous collection of 
consumables at the bottom of the hill, but were touted with no less 
zeal or exuberant volume. It’s easy to put a price on a leg of mutton 
or couple of kilograms of butternut-squash, but how does one 
price-up the cost of fear? For fear was what was on sale here. Fear 
of God, it said on the packaging, but the product itself was 
unquenched fire and brimstone. And business was booming! It 
might be easier, for a camel to pass through the eye of a needle, than 
for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven, but there was no 
shortage of Torah trumpeting ‘travel agents’ willing to assist the 
pious traveller in relinquishing all their worldly goods in readiness 
for this final trip into oblivion. Scribes and Pharisees sold 
redemption and deliverance shares in a bull-market, no less 
frenzied than the New York Stock Exchange. In the courtyard, just 
outside of the main Temple complex, row-upon-row of tables 
marked the pitch of the money-lenders. Incongruous as their 
presence might appear - in a place of sanctimonious worship - great 
buildings and mountains of gold and jewellery don’t just happen 
along by accident; or even by charity. These homages to the 
heavenly house of David were an essential part of the Divine Inc. 
corporate image. 


Frank had hoped coincidence, or perhaps even divine 
providence, would be on their side and somehow, someone might 
appear from the crowd to shake the foundations of this fiscal 
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edifice, but no one emerged. The tables of the money lenders stayed 
solidly in the upright position. The cattle and the sheep, ruminated 
contentedly on the cud as they were bought and sold and bought 
again never meeting their new owners, before being sold on again. 
And the unruffled Dove sellers were doing a roaring trade. 

‘It doesn’t look like he’s here, does it?’ Frank shrugged. 

‘No, Eric agreed. ‘And if he was in the market I never noticed 
him. That’s the problem, we don’t really know what he looks like, do 
we? I'd be very surprised if he looked anything like the bloke 
depicted in some Raphaellian artwork. If he did he’d stick out like a 
sore thumb around here. Not that many of the people round here 
have thumbs - sore or otherwise - let alone a full set of fingers. 
There’re so many skeletal deformities in this place, due to either 
leprosy or criminal justice, if we found just one person, who’s even 
remotely intact, there’s a good chance he could be our man’ 

‘That’s it! Well done!’ Frank screamed. ‘Jesus! How stupid can 
you get? Come on. And he set off, at a brisk trot, back down the 
steps of the Temple. 

By the time Eric caught him up they were back in the 
marketplace. ‘So, come on then, what’s the plan? Where are we 
going now?’ 

‘Don’t you see? “We don't really know what he looks like...” and 
nor does anyone else. All we need to do is nip over to Golgotha, find 
a likely candidate nailed to a cross - preferably a very recently dead 
one - then take him back with us and present him to the Vatican as 
Jesus Christ!’ 

‘Wouldn't they prefer a live one?’ 

‘No! It’s perfect. Don’t forget what we’ve got here.’ He waved 
the Time Capsule in Eric’s face. ‘We bring our Jesus back dead - 
freshly crucified - he lies in state in St Peter’s for three days; then 
we get rid of him; nip back here to a time when the guy was still 
alive and bring him back, miraculously resurrected. It couldn’t be 
better’ 

‘Yeah? What about when the Pope wants to see him do some 
miracles? Then we’d be buggered, wouldn’t we?’ 
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Frank waved the Time Capsule in Eric’s face, again. 
‘Resurrection not miraculous enough for you, eh? Well don’t worry; 
with this thing, we can fake-up miracles at the drop of a hat. The 
second coming? I'm coming in my pants just thinking about it’ 


Golgotha, the place of the skull, wasn’t, as Frank had been led 
to believe by the bible, outside the city walls, rather it was half way 
up the Western Hill, well inside the boundary of the old city. 
Whether or not Jesus was crucified here, he wouldn’t have been 
alone. The grim site of hundreds of lifeless bodies, dangling from 
rough wooden crosses, reminded Frank of a trip to Motherwell; 
where grotesque, grey tenement buildings destroyed the aesthetic 
beauty of an attractive Scottish glen. 


Golgotha was a depressing place, perhaps even more 
depressing than Motherwell. The acrid stench of death hung in the 
air like a fart in a theatre and got thicker and more pungent the 
closer they got to the necrotic unfortunates. Most of the bodies 
were too badly decomposed to even contemplate a convincing 
resurrection. Many more showed graphic evidence of pre-mortal 
deformity and mortally acquired atrophy. Pitiful moans of pain and 
despair identified the even more unfortunate souls; those who were 
not yet dead. 

The first fifty, crucifixees, threw up little in the way of 
encouragement for mission success. Then suddenly they both 
stopped in their tracks and stared open-mouthed at the fifty first! If 
this guy wasn’t Jesus, they were never going to find a more likely 
candidate. A body, besmeared in blood and abrasions, beard like a 
beaver, Bedouin brogues, this bloke even had his own barbed crown 
of thorns. The trouble was - he wasn’t quite dead! 

Frank looked into the man’s eyes - the windows to his soul - 
they were vacant and refractory. His matted, straggles of black hair 
ran heavy with blood that coursed down his sallow, sunken face and 
dripped metronomically from his oily, beard into a coagulated, 
crimson puddle on the sand. 

‘What-oh, young man, Frank uttered, with unseemly 
enthusiasm. ‘And what are you in for?’ 
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‘Fuck off!’ the man replied, through painful grimace. 

‘I beg your pardon?’ Frank checked the Time Capsule to 
ensure it was translating properly. 

‘Fuck off!’ 

‘I say, that’s not very affable. We could be here to help, don’t 
you know?’ Frank smiled. 

‘Fuck off!’ 

‘Look! Do you want our help, or not?’ a hint of impatience had 
already crept into his voice. 

‘Fuck off!’ 

‘That’s it!’ Frank snapped. ‘You tell me to fuck off one more 
time and we’re going to leave you here to die; you cunt. 

‘Fuck off!’ 

‘Now then, now then. What’s going on ‘ere?’ 

Eric and Frank looked over their shoulders. Approaching from 
the rear, a stern faced Roman soldier, unsheathed his sword and 
waggled it at the pair of travellers. In his other hand, he brandished 
a long, wooden-shafted bronze spear, which he pointed at Eric. He’d 
obviously decided that Eric was the weak link in this two-man 
chain. Eric instinctively threw his hands into the air. 

‘Calm down, old chap, Frank pleaded. ‘This is our brother. We 
only want to be with him at the end. No matter what he’s done, 
nobody deserves to die alone: 

The legionary took his spear out of Eric’s nostril and with one 
swift and accurate movement, thrust it deep into the crucified 
man’s chest. 

‘Right, said the Roman. ‘He’s dead. Now fuck off!’ 


‘Come on, Eric whispered in Frank’s ear. ‘Let’s go. We can 
come back and get this bloke later’ 


‘No, no, no... we can't afford to lose him,’ said Frank. ‘I’ve got a 
plan. Just copy what I do’ 
Frank started beating his chest and wailing like a banshee, 
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then threw himself to the ground at the foot of the crucifix. Eric 
looked at him as if he’d gone mad. But, not wishing to embarrass 
himself, he followed suit. His show of dolour was nowhere near as 
convincing as Frank’s - the chest beating and grief wailing was a 
socially uncomfortable uncle trying to do a Tarzan impression at a 
wedding and his descent to the ground was guarded and carefully 
tempered to avoid any possibility of damaging his already suspect 
knees. 


‘What the fuck are you playing at?’ he whispered, once his lips 
had stooped to the level of Frank’s ear. 


‘Wrap your arm around the cross and hold on to the Time 
Capsule, Frank growled urgently. 


Eric obediently did as he was told. 


The next thing he knew, they were back in Frank’s garden, 
with the freshly demised Jesus teetering dangerously above them. 
Frank and Eric were in no immediate danger, the one most likely to 
suffer crucifix rash was Gwen, who was still lying on her sun- 
lounger under the beating noonday sun, at about the point where 
the whole macabre totem pole was about to come crashing down. 

Gwen leapt to her feet like she’d been bitten on the arse - 
which was no mean feat, dressed as she was in a heavy, full-length, 
black burka - and bowed anxiously towards her husband. 

“Fuck sake, woman,’ Frank sniggered. ‘I know I said, “cover 
yourself up”, but... Jesus Christ, what the fuck have you got on?’ 

‘Forgive me, oh great one; Gwen cowered. ‘I beg of you, 
please, please don’t beat me again. I was just taking a few moments 
rest. I’ve cleaned the whole house; I’ve washed and ironed all your 
clothes and your dinner is in the tandoor. I was just resting whilst it 
cooks to your perfection, oh kind and gracious husband of mine’ 

Frank lifted the hem of her burka. ‘Gwen? Is that you in there? 
What the fuck are you playing at? Have you got a bloke under that 
thing, or something?’ 

‘No man, other than you, will ever look lustfully upon my body 
again. You are my husband and | am only here to please you. Please 
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don’t hit me. It will never happen again, oh great one, 

‘I say, you couldn’t give me a hand with this bloody thing, 
could you?’ Eric huffed. He was at full-stretch, straining every 
muscle in his body, trying to keep the crucified Jesus from toppling 
over. 

‘Yes, of course. Sorry old chap’ Frank temporarily abandoned 
his bemusement over the state of his wife and helped Eric to lower 
the crucifix to the ground. 

‘Forgive my impudent intrusion into your private business, oh 
kind and gracious husband of mine, but what in the name of 
Mohammed - peace be upon him - are you two up to?’ 

‘Sorry, love, let me introduce you. Gwen Ffrench, say hello to 
Jesus Christ.’ He grabbed one arm of the crucifix and flipped it over 
so the corpse was face up. 

It was now that the full horror of their booty revealed itself. 
Gwen threw her arms in the air and ran screaming into the house. 

‘What the fuck’s got into her?’ Frank shrugged. ‘Bloody 
women, I'll never understand ‘em, 

‘Amm, Eric concurred. 

‘Anyway, we haven't got time to worry about that menstrual 
cow right now. We've got to get this thing, over to the Vatican, 
before it starts going off. Come on’ 

‘You want me to come with you?’ 

‘Unless you want to stay here with that mad woman. I’m sure 
she can rustle you up a plate of mushroom stroganoff if you ask her 
nicely. 

‘Actually, I’ve never been to Italy, said Eric. 

‘Quite. Okay, you grab one arm; I'll get the other then just hold 
on to the Time Capsule. Are you ready?’ 


‘Can I get rid of this fucking beard first?’ 


Frank suddenly realised they were still both dressed like 
Bedouin tribesmen. ‘Yes, of course. Let’s get changed. We can't go 
and meet His Holiness dressed like this now, can we?’ 
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‘My thoughts exactly, Eric sneered. 

Both men ripped off their false beards and rubbed life back 
into their chins. They pulled off their tunics and Frank unfastened 
the straps on his sandals. Eric stood and waited. As Frank put on a 
pair of old gardening shoes, which were lying in on the patio, he 
looked inquisitively at Eric’s footwear; Eric could sense suspicion in 
his glare. Neither of them said anything; they were ready to go. The 
other man who was making the trip could get changed later. Frank 
twiddled the right-hand knob and, with Eric holding on for grim 
death and Jesus holding on as grim death, he pressed the ‘Go’ 
button. 

Vatican City is one of the most opulent and striking landmarks 
in the world. Frank checked his coordinates again. ‘I don’t get this, 
he said, shaking his head. 

‘Not quite what I expected, Eric smirked. ‘It looked bigger in 
Angels and Demons.’ 

They were standing outside a small, round, single story adobe 
building, which looked like it was being used as a kennel. Either 
that or the local stray dogs from the tin and canvas shanty town that 
sprawled all around them, had adopted it as shelter from the 
searing and relentless sun. 

In the distance a sound, not unlike that of an angry wasp, cut 
through the silence of the city. They both looked up to see the 
unmistakable silhouette of a large aircraft honing into view. As soon 
as it got close enough for Frank to identify it as an American B57 
bomber, it started to demonstrate this fact by spitting a blizzard of 
tiny, black spheres from its back end. The peace of the area was 
suddenly shattered as the cluster bombs began raining down onto 
the defenceless, residents below. 

‘Shit! Quick, grab this.’ Frank held the Time capsule towards 
Eric. As soon as he grabbed hold they were back, with their 
crucified burden, in Frank’s garden. 

‘Something’s not right’ Frank banged the Time Capsule 
against the palm of his hand and checked all the data again. ‘We 
were definitely where Vatican City should have been and it is 
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definitely still 2046. What the fuck is going on?’ 

The question was purely rhetorical. If Frank didn’t know what 
the fuck was going on there was even less chance that Eric would. 
They propped Jesus up against the shed and went into the house. 
The minimalist, shiny black stone décor that Eric had so marvelled 
at on his last excursion into Frank’s domain had all gone. ‘I say, 
Gwen’s been busy, he said. 

Frank was speechless! His light and airy open-plan home - his 
pride and joy - was now a cluttered grotto of red, gold, ochre and 
emerald green. Drapes, wall coverings, mirrors and carpets, straight 
off the set of an over-elaborate Aladdin panto filled every available 
space, blocking out most of the natural light and casting the whole 
living area into a world of melancholic gloom. Gaudy brass vessels 
and vases littered the shelves and mantelpieces, some providing 
inadequate illumination via tiny, oil-fired wicks and others blocking 
out that light via smouldering, smoky joss sticks, which threw out 
plumes of incense and ash into the already oppressive atmosphere. 
Apart from a haphazard collection of large, cushions, styled in the 
same Turkish bazaar fashion as the rest of the room, there was 
nowhere to sit and watch TV. And even if there had been 
somewhere to sit and watch TV, there was no TV to watch! Frank’s 
57-inch-wide-screen, wall-mounted, plasma cinema system had 
been replaced by 58 inch wide, over re-touched print of a camel. 

The sweet perfume of the incense, battled vainly against an 
overpowering stench of rotting meat and rancid spices emanating 
from the kitchen. 

‘T think the mushroom stroganoff’s off? Eric sniffed the air 
hyperbolically. 

Gwen, still covered from head to foot in her Darth Vader 
costume, bowed as she entered the room. ‘Oh, great and wonderful 
husband of mine, please tell what’s going on.’ She sobbed. 

‘I could fucking well ask you the same question, you dozy 
cunt. His temper had long since departed. ‘What’s with all this shit? 
Where's my fucking telly? And why the fuck are you dressed up like 
a fucking dalek?’ 
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‘I don’t understand, she whimpered behind her veil. ‘Who’s 
that man?’ 

‘What? Eric? Surely you recognise Eric? Fuck me Gwen, you 
sucked his fucking cock dry only last week’ 

‘No, no not Eric. Hello Eric, nice to see you again. No, who is 
the man in our garden, nailed to that wooden cross?’ 

‘That’s Jesus “fucking” Christ, for Christ sake’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘C’mon, Gwen, don’t tell me you’ve never heard of Jesus 
“fucking” Christ!’ 

‘Never. And why do you keep calling me Gwen? My name is 
Jamila’ 

Frank slumped down onto one of the moth-eaten, cushions 
and let out a loud sigh. ‘What the fuck is going on?’ he asked, to no 
one in particular. 

‘Shall I put the kettle on?’ said Eric. 

‘Surely you’ve heard of Jesus Christ?’ Frank said slowly. ‘We’re 
Roman Catholics. We were married in the Church of the Ascension. 
We had our piss-up at the Blessed Virgin School of the Immaculate 
Conception. What do you mean you've “never heard of Jesus 
“fucking” Christ”?’ 

‘Roman Catholics? What is Roman Catholics? We were 
married at the Shah Jalal Mosque on Stapleton Road. We’re 
Muslims. The whole world is Muslim. Apart from the Americans, of 
course. She spat as she uttered the word Americans. 

Eric dreaded to think what the inside of that burka looked 
like. 


‘Fucking Jews!’ she spat again. 
‘Look,’ said Eric, with a malicious grin on his face. ‘I’m fucking 


starving. You haven't got any proper grub, have you? I could murder 
a bacon sarnie.’ 


Ignoring him, Frank got up and went over to the window. He 
drew back the heavy, gold lamé curtains and looked out. He 
expected to see Mr Fotheringay, from across the road, either tending 
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his roses or washing his Vauxhall chimera. But the Fotheringay’s 
had obviously moved out. And the entire community of SOWETO 
had moved in! 

‘What the fuck’s happened to all the houses?’ he screamed. He 
noticed his property was still intact, but across the road was 
nothing but a rusting, creaking jumble of shacks and sheds, adorned 
with filthy, opaque sheets of plastic, untethered mangy goats and 
string vests on makeshift washing lines. ‘How come our house is 
still standing? It looks like Hiroshima over there. 

‘That’s because we’re Sunni Muslims, oh well endowed 
husband of mine, Jamila smiled proudly. ‘We live on the Sunni side 
of the street. Praise be to Allah. That, across the road, is the Sh’ite, 
side of the street’ 

Frank closed the curtains again. It was all suddenly starting to 
dawn. ‘We did this, he whispered, as he slumped down again into 
one of the cushions. 

‘Don't blame me, Eric blurted. ‘It was your fucking idea’ 

‘No... no... What I mean is, we’ve upset the space-time 
continuum. It’s the only logical explanation. You know what this 
means, don’t you?’ 

‘No. What?’ 


‘It means, we’re going to have to put it right. Oh shit! If there’s 
no Jesus Christ there’s no Catholic Church. No Catholic Church and 
there’s no billion quid. Fuck! Where did it all go wrong? We hardly 
interacted with anything or anyone back in old Jerusalem. | can't 
think... his voice tailed off. 

‘There is one possible explanation, said Eric. ‘Perhaps the 
bloke we have out there really is Jesus!’ 

‘No... he couldn’t be, Frank shook his head dismissively. ‘That 
guy was an uncouth lout. He only knew two words and one of those 
was “Fuck”? 
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Chapter 11 


‘So, what you're saying is... we’ve done something to change 
history, said Eric. ‘My guess is it’s got something to do with your 
new garden gnome; after all, he’s the only thing we really touched, 
isn’t he? So why don’t we just take him back, then everything will be 
as it was, won't it?’ 

‘I wish it was that simple, Frank buried his head in his hands. 
‘Time doesn’t work like that. One can't change history, history has 
already happened. What we've done is create an alternative reality. 
Now that may be down to something we did back in old Jerusalem, 
but equally it could be something we didn’t do. There’s no way of 
knowing. All I do know is we can't get you back home until we sort 
it out’ 

‘What! Why not? Just twiddle those knobs again. What do you 
mean, I can't get back home?’ 

‘We have no points of reference in this reality. Time travel 
requires a time stamp from history for the Time Capsule to lock on 
to. It’s like making a telephone call. You can't make the call if you 
don’t know the number. In this reality, all the numbers will be 
different. We have to go right back to the year dot; back to the time 
and place where we picked up our Jesus. This is the first point 
where our reality and this alternate reality converge.’ 

‘Well come on then. Let’s go!’ 


‘Do you know what I think?’ said Frank, ignoring Eric’s panic 
strained outburst. ‘I think Jesus never really existed.’ 

‘Hallelujah! Give that man a banana. So, c’mon, what are we 
waiting for?’ 

‘Nothing... Frank’s voice tailed off again as he drifted back into 
a world of internal meditation. 

They sat in silence for ten to fifteen minutes, both lost in their 
own thoughts. The silence was broken when Jamila returned from 
the kitchen with a tray of beverages and food. The bacon sarnies 
were obviously off; vegetable samosas and onion bhajis were an 


80 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


acceptable alternative, at least they looked more edible than the 
mushroom stroganoff. Jamila poured some poisonously strong 
coffee from a ridiculously large brass ewer with a ludicrously long 
spout, into two oversized brass thimbles and offered one to Eric. 


‘Have you got any milk and sugar?’ Eric asked hopefully. 


‘I shall see if the goat is ready to milk, oh gracious guest of my 
husband.’ 


‘No, don’t bother... 


‘So, if we go back to Jerusalem, we can reset the Time Capsule 
and go back to the real reality then?’ Eric voiced the entirety of his 
thought process. 

‘Unfortunately, not, Frank mumbled. 


‘What d’you mean, “unfortunately, not”? We just go back there, 
rejig that damned thing and Bob’s yer uncle. 

‘I don’t think you fully grasp the concept of altered reality, do 
you? There can only be one reality; it’s not like all that Sci-fi 
nonsense about parallel universes and crap like that. The reality we 
know doesn’t exist anymore. The only way to get it back is to return 
to where it all went tits-up and put it right... or put it wrong.’ 

‘Put it wrong?’ 

‘Yes... it was Frank’s turn to voice the mentations that had 
been bouncing around in his head for the last quarter of an hour. 
‘The crux of this problem is the existence or otherwise of Jesus 
Christ. If he had lived and if he had done all the miracles he is 
purported to have done, and if he did leave a legacy, that man would 
talk about and write about for centuries after his death, even in this 
altered reality, there would be some recognition of his existence. He 
was a major prophet in the Muslim religion; and Gwen, or Jamila - 
or whatever her fucking name is - has never heard of him. 

“Alternatively, he doesn’t need to have been real, just so long 
as there are stories and legends passed down through the 
generations, which with the passing of time became accepted as 
real in the minds of enough people, he would still be proclaimed 
now. Christianity doesn’t necessarily need a real Jesus Christ; it 
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could just as easily exist simply because people believe he was real.’ 

‘I don’t get it, said Eric. 

‘Have you ever read any Thomas Paine?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘He was an 18 century pamphleteer and philosopher. He 
wrote articles and books like; The Rights of Man and The Age of 
Reason - you must have heard of them? Perhaps his most famous 
work was Common Sense. The introductory paragraph of this work 
explains it very succinctly: 

‘A long habit of not thinking a thing WRONG, gives it a 

superficial appearance of being RIGHT, and raises at first a 

formidable outcry in defence of custom. But the tumult soon 


yy 


subsides. Time makes more converts than reason”. 

‘Right. So how does that help?’ said Eric. 

‘It doesn’t. It just explains how the tenets of a religion can 
become a reality if enough people believe them to be true. We’ve 
been there; we’ve been to the places where Jesus was supposed to 
have been. He wasn’t there and there was no one around who'd ever 
heard of him. Now that doesn’t entirely rule out the possibility he 
did exist, we may have got the time wrong, but what it does mean, if 
he did exist, he didn’t make much of an impact, otherwise there 
would still be Catholics around now. So, the obvious explanation is 
he didn’t exist, but somebody invented him; and then persuaded 
enough people to believe this invention so he became ‘real’. It was 
financial greed that created Jesus Christ!’ 


‘You mean those money grubbing bastards at the temple?’ 
‘No. I mean us.’ 
‘Us? You and me? What the fuck are you talking about?’ 


‘Look at it. We’re sitting here in a Turkish fucking brothel, 
without a TV or any computers - I can't even find my fucking iPod - 
while half the rest of the world is living in a shitty hovel. And we’re 
the proud owners of a decaying corpse that’s worth precisely fuck 
all. Now, if Jesus Christ had existed and his presence had initiated 
the formation of Christianity; we would now be living in a modern, 
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technologically advanced world and our friend in the garden would 
be worth £1 billion quid! Don’t you get it? It was us that created 
Jesus Christ. Well, when I say “created”, I mean will create; if we 
want to put things back to how they were. 

‘So how are we going to do that?’ 

‘I don’t know!’ Frank took a swig of his coffee; spat it with 
disgust into the fireplace; then dropped his head into his hands 
again and scoured his brain for some answers. 

Eric just sat there. His brain couldn’t cope with any more 
thinking. 


* 


The two men sat in silence as the gloom of the situation sunk 
in. Neither of them spoke or looked up or even moved, for well over 
an hour, by which time the sun was setting and the gloom was even 
more tangible. 

After an hour and a half, which felt to Eric like a lifetime and a 
half, Jamila re-emerged from a cloud of pungent cooking smells and 
entered the room. She was carrying an ornate, brass scuttle in one 
hand and the tail of a psoriatic ostrich in the other. She knelt on the 
threadbare Persian rug and by the light of a dingy Toc-H lamp, 
began sweeping imaginary ashes from mosaic-stone hearth. 

“What do you think you're doing, woman?’ Frank barked, as he 
was obliged to lift his feet out of her way. ‘Why don’t you use the 
Dyson I bought you last Christmas?’ 

‘Oh well-informed and benevolent husband of mine, Jamila 
sounded close to tears. ‘Why do you talk to me in foreign tongue? 
What is this Dyson and what is this Christmas of which you speak?’ 

‘Hey! What a coincidence, Eric interrupted. ‘I bought Margaret 
a Dyson last Christmas too. To be honest she didn’t seem to like it at 
first, but now she couldn’t be without it. They're great, aren’t they? 
Sucks like a twenty-dollar whore and it’s really good at getting to 
those bits right in the corners, don’t you reckon?’ 


‘If you say so, Frank replied. ‘I bought it for Gwen, not for me. I 
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wouldn’t know one end of a Hoover from the other’ 


‘Well, naturally, me neither, said Eric. ‘Cooking and cleaning - 
leave it to the experts, I say.’ 

‘Why have a dog and bark?’ Frank agreed. 

‘I don’t suppose you’ve come up with any plan yet?’ Eric’s 
patience was beginning to become stretched, and he felt this break 
in the silence was probably his best opportunity to find out what 
Frank had been thinking. 

‘Not really, said Frank, dolefully. ‘But considering what we 
already have and what we already know, I think I’m well on the way 
to making a start’ 

‘Got? Know?’ 

‘Okay. Firstly, and most importantly, we have our Bible; so, we 
know how the story has to pan out. All we need are our players. 

‘Bible? What bible? I don’t see no fucking bibles lying around 
here!’ 

Frank pointed his right forefinger and tapped the side of his 
head. 

‘Oh! Okay. Eric suddenly remembered something Frank had 
said, back when he first met him, about having every syllable of the 
bible knocking around in his head. ‘So, we go back to old Jerusalem 
and try and find someone who wouldn't mind being nailed to a 
cross? Mmm, sounds flawless this plan of yours.’ 

‘That’s the least of our worries. The difficult bit is going to be 
trying to persuade enough people that whoever it is we eventually 
end up nailing to a cross, is the one, true and genuine messiah. 
You've seen it for yourself, there’s a plethora of candidates milling 
around back there.’ 

‘Sounds like we’re gonna need some local help then?’ said 
Eric. 


‘Absolutely, Frank replied. ‘But there we may be in luck. J think 
we've already met our disciples, don’t you?’ 
‘What? That bunch of shirtlifters at the Mount of Olives?’ 
‘Precisely. Right people, right place, right time. Obviously, 
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we're going to have to change their mission slightly. Hopefully we 
can use Gabriel, he could be our angel, he seems to have a bit of 
influence over them - it shouldn't be too difficult’ 

‘Okay... but what about Jesus? I ain't doing it. There ain't no 
way you're gonna nail me to no fucking cross!’ Eric pre-emptively 
laid his cards out before Frank had any more, bright ideas. 

‘Unnecessary, we already have our Jesus too, Frank smiled. 

‘What? Not that cunt in the garden?’ 


‘He might be a cunt now; I never said this was going to be easy. 
But if we’re ever going to get back to our own reality we’re going to 
have to turn that twat into the holy Lamb of God’ 

‘So how are we going to do that?’ 


‘Start at the very beginning, Frank sang the words from the 
opening line of doh-ray-mee from The Sound of Music. 

‘What? Don’t crack up on me now, you bastard.’ 

‘Sorry, said Frank, still tapping his foot to the song playing 
silently in his head. ‘I think I’ve been working too hard. Let’s take a 
break; see what Gwen’s whipped us up for dinner. It smells pretty 
good, doesn’t it?’ 

‘It smells like shit, said Eric. ‘But I’m fucking starving’ 

Bones in a bucket, heavily seasoned with taste-bud destroying 
chemicals and served on a bed of monosodium glutamate had been 
laid out on the massive, sheesham wood coffee table in the 
adjoining room. Fuck sake, I know I’m hungry, but Jesus Christ, Eric 
thought to himself. ‘I don’t suppose you've got anything else, have 
you?’ he voiced his concern over the offerings Gwen had brought 
through from the kitchen. 

‘I may have a bit of mushroom stroganoff left over, if you 
would prefer?’ she bowed. 

‘Actually, Eric groaned, ‘this doesn’t look too bad. With his 
eyes shut, Eric was soon enjoying the first proper meal he’d had 
since the donner kebab back in ancient Olympus. ‘I could get used 
to this; he mumbled, through a mouthful of dubious animal 
remains. 
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‘Good!’ replied Frank. ‘Make the most of it; we could be away 
for a while. And I wouldn’t hold out much hope for a decent meal 
where we're going. Unless, of course, you like raw fish sandwiches?’ 

‘Don’t suppose you've got any beer?’ 

Frank turned to Jamila; ‘Have we got any beer for our guest, 
love?’ 

‘Taliban!’ Jamila replied. 

‘I beg your pardon?’ said Frank. 

‘No beer, no alcohol, no infidels, no Jews, Jamila whispered in 
her husband's ear. ‘The Taliban are very strict’ 

Frank turned to Eric, ‘the sooner we sort this mess out the 
better. I think we need to get going’ 

‘Agreed, he nodded, urgently. ‘So, Gwen, what have we got for 
pudding?’ 

‘I have some lychees in goat’s milk panna cotta, and damson 
coulis with naan bread and poppadum biscotti, she replied. 

‘Sounds delicious’ Eric hesitated... ‘Might I suggest... for future 
reference... serving the poppadums as an appetiser with say, mango 
chutney, lime pickle, mint yoghurt and some chopped up onions and 
stuff. And perhaps serve the naan bread as an accompaniment to 
the bone curry?’ 

She looked disgusted and bemused but managed a smile. ‘I 
shall prepare the food however you desire, oh honoured guest of my 
husband. 


‘Great, he winked at her. 
* 


‘Right, said Frank, once Eric had licked the pattern off the 
plate of panna cotta and stuck the biscotti into his pocket in case he 
got hungry later. ‘The first thing we need to do is get our old friend 
back to where he came from. Then I suggest we travel back a bit 
further and begin his re-education. 

‘Are you sure we can turn that twat into Jesus Christ? Wouldn't 
it be easier to find someone who’s already a bit pious?’ 
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‘Maybe. But that would present far too many complications. 
The divergence of reality occurred when we removed our pal from 
Golgotha; that is a point in time we can be sure existed in our own 
reality. If we muck around with too many imponderables we could 
end up creating a reality we have no way of unravelling. No, I think 
we're going to have to stick with this guy. Besides, we don’t even 
know what he’s done, do we? Okay he was a little hostile when we 
first met him, but how would you feel if you’d just been nailed to a 
cross. Perhaps we caught him on a bad day?’ 

‘Anything’s possible, Eric conceded. ‘So how far back do you 
think we’ll need to go? Bethlehem and the manger and all that?’ 

‘No, that won't be necessary. Jesus wasn't the first to be born 
of a virgin, on Christmas day, with three wise men visiting him 
bearing gifts and all that stuff. In fact, he was the last in a long line 
of gods and prophets to have been credited with that particular 
beginning. Mithras, the Persian God, Sol Invictus, the unconquered 
god of the sun, Osiris, the Egyptian god of the dead; maybe, even 
Apollo from ancient Greece. | think it’s pretty clear the nativity is of 
dubious provenance. I’m sure that bit will get tagged onto the story, 
whatever we manage to create. The real stories of Jesus and his 
ministry don’t really get any column inches until he was about 
thirty. But I think we ought to go back to when he was a teenager - 
his formative years. That’s when we have the best chance of 
discovering what sort of person he is.’ 

‘How are we going to find him?’ it wasn’t a question that 
begged futility - Eric knew Frank well enough by now to know he 
probably had the answer - it was more a question of curiosity. 

‘Specific T-lymphocytes, called “Memory cells”. We’re born 
with them and we die with them. They remember every foreign 
antigen we ever have the misfortune to encounter. Every second of 
your life is stored in your immune system. All we need to do is 
extract a few cells from his thymus gland, feed them into the Time 
Capsule and we'll have a full history of everywhere and everything 
this chap has been and done: 


‘I thought as much,’ Eric smiled smugly to himself. 
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Frank led Eric into the shed. All the high-tech wizardry was 
gone, but even so there were still a number of tools and gadgets, 
lying around, that might come in handy. It was getting dark, and 
with no light to aid them, it was a bit of a lottery as to which tools 
they stumbled across. Jamila came to the doorway holding a small, 
oil-lamp. ‘I thought you might need this, oh resourceful and 
practical husband of mine?’ 

‘Yeah, thanks Gwen,’ said Frank. ‘Eric, grab that light and hold 
it over here, would you?’ 

Eventually Frank stumbled out of the shed laden down with 
everything useful he could carry in one armful; and his armfuls 
were pretty substantial. By this time the garden was just about in 
total darkness. Frank dumped his tools at the base of the cross and 
looked up at the rotting corpse. ‘We’ll have to lower him down a bit, 
he said. ‘Eric, give Gwen the lamp and you grab the other arm; we'll 
lay him down on the ground. It should be easier to get what we 
want then. 

‘Okay Eric, now you take the lamp and hold it over his neck, 
Frank fumbled around in the blackness for what he wanted. Eric 
smiled to himself; it was gratifying to at last feel he had some uses. 
The glint of a blade flashed as it caught the light of the oil-lamp, Eric 
could just make out what Frank had in his hand. A scalpel would 
have been nice, but when needs must a Stanley knife is probably 
just as useful, he thought. 

Unfortunately, CSI Miami had not fully prepared Eric for the 
horrors of post-mortem examination. As Frank happily sliced away 
at the dead man’s neck, deftly peeling away the baggy purple skin 
covering the trachea and collar bones, then sawing into the upper 
ribs of the chest with a rusty hacksaw, Eric started to wobble. 

‘Can't you hold that fucking light a bit steadier?’ Frank chided. 


‘No... errrgh... gurrrgh... I fucking can't. Eric vomited on his 
new trainers. 
‘You alright, old chap?’ Frank enquired anxiously. 
‘Just get on with it!’ Eric pleaded, as he spat out a piece of 
undigested lychee. He felt greener than the corpse, and would 
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gladly have exchanged places at this moment in time. 

Finally, Frank popped the gland out with the tip of his 
screwdriver and bounced it up and down in the palm of his hand. 
‘Come on then. The sooner we get the lymphocytes the sooner we 
can get going’ 

‘Have you got any Dramamine? | ain't going nowhere feeling 
like this. 

‘Pull yourself together, man. It’s only a bit of meat; you eat 
meat, don’t you? Well, where do you think it comes from?’ 

A vision of the bone curry flashed into his head. ‘Not a fucking, 
rotting human corpse, I hope!’ Eric pragmatically demonstrated 
that he did eat meat by retching up the final remains of his stomach. 

Back in the kitchen, under slightly better illumination, 
supplied by a three-pronged, brass candelabra, Frank squeezed a 
drop of bloody fluid from the thymus gland and dripped it into a 
small hole in the side of the Time Capsule; a hole which Eric had 
previously failed to notice. ‘I would have preferred to purify it a bit, 
said Frank, as he turned the left-hand knurled collar. ‘But we should 
be okay. Ninety-nine percent of the cells in the thymus are T- 
lymphocytes, so there shouldn't be too much contamination’ 

‘Of course,’ Eric nodded, sagely. 

‘Peppermint tea?’ said Gwen. 

‘Sorry?’ Eric replied. 

‘To settle your stomach, oh suffering friend of my husband’ 

‘Okay. If you've got the kettle on. Milk and two sugars please.’ 
He suddenly remembered where the milk came from. ‘Actually, 
forget the milk... and the sugar... In fact, don’t bother with the tea. 
Have you got anything a bit stronger?’ 

‘Coffee?’ 

‘Whisky?’ 

‘We’re Muslims!’ 

‘Communion wine?’ 

‘I beg your pardon?’ 
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‘Okay, Frank interjected. ‘I think we’re ready: 


‘Forget it; I’ll get something when we get there. So where are 
we going?’ 

‘Nazareth, of course, said Frank. ‘But first we have to nip back 
to Jerusalem and put young Jesus back where we got him from. 
Come on, 

Fumbling around in the pitch dark, Eric relied totally on 
Frank’ sense of direction and touch. He’d located the corpse and 
directed Eric’s hand onto the Time capsule. ‘Close your eyes, he 
said. 

‘Why... Argh!’ Eric screamed. 

The contrast between Bristol at night and Jerusalem at 
midday burnt holes in his retinas. Without the use of his eyes his 
hearing became more acute. He could swear he could hear a man 
shouting in the distance. ‘What’s that noise?’ 

‘Shit!’ said Frank. He could see the source of the shouting. A 
hundred metres away, stumbling over the boulder strewn 
landscape, the Roman soldier they had encountered earlier was 
now waving his arms in the air, wailing and heading for the city. 
‘Must have got my calculations slightly off. I’d hoped to get Jesus 
back at a point in time, before we took him. That twat’s probably 
shitting himself. I bet he’s off to tell all his buddies at the garrison 
about the disappearing stiff. Ah, never mind, I don’t suppose any of 
them will believe him; especially if they come back up here and 
Jesus has miraculously returned. Come on, let’s get back to 
Nazareth. 

‘Why do you keep calling him Jesus?’ Eric enquired. 

“cause we don’t know his real name, do we? But by the time 
we've finished with him, everyone will know him as Jesus. Why? 
What do you think we should call him?’ 


‘Git!’ Eric put his hand on the Time Capsule. 
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Chapter 12 


The dimness of the room, in which they alighted, brought 
welcome comfort to Eric’s injured eyes. They were standing behind 
a bamboo screen, in the corner of a small bedroom. The walls were 
bare, terracotta daub and the only covering on the floor was an inch 
of dirt - Margaret would have an apoplectic, thought Eric. There 
wasn’t much else in the room; a rough, wooden bed took up most of 
the floor space, and apart from the bamboo screen the only other 
piece of furniture was a battered, old, cypress-wood wardrobe in 
the opposite corner. There was also one occupant. 

The boy seemed alerted to their presence; either that or he 
could sense an imminent intrusion. Naked as a new born rabbit, 
and just as jumpy, the long-haired, pimply youth, sporting the 
embryo of a beard and abnormally large genitalia, rushed about, 
straightening out his bedspread and attempting to waft away the 
evidence of illicit smoking materials through an un-glazed hole in 
the far wall. As the door handle creaked downwards, he leapt into 
the bed and pulled the covers up to his chin. Bare floorboards 
creaked ominously as an old woman, her head covered with a 
grimy, calico shawl, shuffled in. 

‘Jesus Christ! Look at the state of your room. Nagging 
obviously preceded pleasantries in this household too, thought Eric, 
as the woman immediately laid into the lad. ‘Anyone would think 
that you were born in a stable. You’d better clean it up before your 
father gets home; you know what a temper he’s got. 


‘He’s not my real father... 


‘Don’t start that again. You know it annoys him; and it upsets 
me too. 

‘Sorry mum. Okay, I'll sort this place out in a mo’. Was there 
anything else?’ 

‘Yes, aS a matter of fact there is. Phoah! What’s that damned 
smell? Have you been smoking again?’ 

‘I might have had a spliff or two, so what? It ain’t doing anyone 
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any harm, is it?’ 

‘You know smoking is bad for your health; it stunts your 
growth and it ages your skin.’ 

‘Rubbish! You'll be telling me next that drugs aren’t good for 
me. How can anything that makes you feel so good be bad for you, 
hey?’ 

‘T don’t know; they just are; it’s a well-known fact. 

‘Yeah, like a few more “well-known facts” you picked up from 
that bunch of self-appointed, twats down at the synagogue. You 
don’t want to go listening to them mum; they know not what they 
say!’ 

‘Yes, well “what they say”, is that you have been seen around 
town with that tramp Magdalene. Is it true?’ 

‘Mary’s friend of mine, that’s all. She might put it about a bit, 
but she’s got a heart of gold and she’s a right good laugh’ 

‘She’s a bloody whore, that’s what she is and she’s gonna get 
you in a shit-load of trouble. Just tell me you haven't shagged the 
woman!’ 

‘Give me some credit, mum. We’ve smoked a couple of joints 
and she’s been stoned a few times. 

‘Well she’s been around town telling everyone that she’s slept 
with you: 

‘The lying bitch. I can promise you we have not, slept together’ 

‘So, where are you getting all these drugs from?’ 

‘I have my sources.’ 


‘Well, I wish you'd stop it. If your father found out he’d disown 
you. And me too!’ 


‘He doesn’t own me in the first place; I belong to my real 
father. One day I’m going to find him and I’m going to live with him. 
I tell you, I’m right pissed off with the people ‘round here; 
backstabbing bunch of bastards the lot of them. How did we ever 
end up in this god-forsaken, hole?’ 
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‘You'll learn the ways of the world when you grow up, son. The 
fact is we have to go where the work is. You might think 
everything’s easy when you're young, but when you get older you'll 
realise that life ain't a bowl of morellos. If you don’t work hard at 
school, don’t get your qualifications, you'll never amount to nothing. 
Your father is a good and honest man, and he works hard for 
everything we’ve got, but because he didn’t do so good at school, he 
now has to do what he’s told by his superiors. They basically tell us 
where we can live, what we can say, what work we can do and even 
how to think. That’s why he’s so hard on you; if you don’t knuckle 
down and start working, you're going to end up on the scrap heap 
quicker than you can say amen. Without knowledge and the right 
connections, you're going nowhere. 

‘That lot down the Council aren’t my “superiors”. You mark my 
words, one day I’m gonna go in there and tell ‘em exactly what I 
think of ‘em. 

‘Don’t talk like that! They have spies everywhere, she looked 
anxiously at the battered, old wardrobe. ‘They don’t mess about this 
lot; if they think you're plotting against them they'll crucify you. 

‘Anyway, shouldn’t you be at school?’ 

‘I’m not going to school anymore, mum. It’s a complete waste 
of time, the teachers are all idiots and everything they tell you is a 
lie’ 

‘Oh yes? And how did you come by this startling revelation?’ 

‘T’ve met this bloke who gave me a book and it tells me 
everything I need to know. It’s a history book, a science book, a 
geography book, a law book and a maths book, all rolled into one. 
It’s my bible. It’s absolutely fantastic!’ 

‘Yeah, I bet it is fantastic. Where did you meet “this bloke” - if 
you don’t mind me asking?’ 

‘Nowhere and everywhere; we just keep bumping into each 
other in the weirdest of places.’ 

‘And he’s the one who’s been supplying you with the drugs, is 
he?’ 
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‘As a matter of fact, he is. So what?’ 


‘Well son, it sounds to me like you’ve already met your real 
father. I can’t believe he’s still flogging those Talmuds and peddling 
that hallucinogenic snake-oil. You'd have thought he’d have got 
himself a proper job by now. I think you should forget everything 
he’s told you and go back to school. He’s been touting this stuff 
since time immemorial and the only people that ever buy into it are 
a bunch of delusionary nutcases, incapable of thinking for 
themselves. You don’t want to go through life with everybody 
pointing at you and calling you names do you?’ 

‘No, but everything he tells me and everything in his book just 
seems to make sense. And it completely contradicts the rubbish 
we're taught at school. Just think, it might be everybody else who 
goes through life being ignorant of the truth, and if that’s the case, 
they’ve got a pretty rude awakening when they die; I can tell you. 

‘It’s all a load of bollocks son. And talking of bollocks, are you 
sure you haven't been having sex with that Magdalene trollop? It 
was because of her that your dad and I split up; and I was pregnant 
with you at the time. I was just bloody lucky that Joseph didn’t ask 
too many questions and doesn’t know anything about the gestation 
period of a human child. But what I do know is that she also 
believed every word that stupid old bugger spun her’ 

‘I can assure you, mother dear, me and Mary have not slept 
together. Now just drop it, will you?’ 


‘Well, you drop all this bible nonsense then, and go back to 
school. Please, I’m begging you; don’t throw it all away for the sake 
of some foolish old git and his ridiculous, rambling tome’ 

‘You obviously haven’t read it, have you mum? If you had you 
would realise how “ridiculous” the stuff we’re taught at school is. 
Here, take this for an example. He reached beneath his bed and 
took out a dusty ancient volume. Eventually he came to the passage 
he was looking for. ‘Here we go. Genesis: Chapter 6: verses 19 - 22 
and Chapter 7: verses 1 - 3. 
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006:019 And of every living thing of all flesh, two of 
every sort shalt thou bring into the ark, to keep them alive 
with thee; they shall be male and female. 


006:020 Of fowls after their kind, and of cattle after 
their kind, of every creeping thing of the earth after his 
kind, two of every sort shall come unto thee, to keep them 
alive. 


006:021 And take thou unto thee of all food that is 
eaten, and thou shalt gather it to thee; and it shall be for 
food for thee, and for them. 


006:022 Thus did Noah; according to all that God 
commanded him, so did he. 


007:001 And the LORD said unto Noah, come thou 
and all thy house into the ark; for thee have I seen 
righteous before me in this generation. 


007:002 Of every clean beast thou shalt take to thee 
by sevens, the male and his female: and of beasts that are 
not clean by two, the male and his female. 


007:003 Of fowls also of the air by sevens, the male 
and the female; to Keep seed alive upon the face of all the 
earth. 


‘So, you see? Noah had seven days to get two of every living 
creature on earth, into the ark. Not a problem. But my school 
science teacher told me that there are more than 30 million 
different species of animal living on the Earth. 


“By my reckoning, that meant Noah would’ve had to load his 
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ark with about 360,000 animals an hour, every hour, for a week. 
That’s about one hundred animals a second! Now that’s just plain 
daft; so obviously there can’t be that many different species of 
animal in the world. I challenged my teacher to name the 30 million 
different species, and do you know what? He couldn’t name me 
more than about two hundred. So, it was obvious that he was lying 
and two hundred is much nearer the mark.’ 


‘Fair point, at least it shows you were listening in your Maths 
class,’ 

‘Yeah, but that’s not all. In Geography, we were told that the 
Grand Canyon in America was cut by the Colorado River over the 
last 70 million years, but that’s plainly nonsense! For a start off, the 
whole world is only 4000 years old. This means it’s much more 
likely to have been formed during the Great Flood of Noah about 
2350 years ago. But secondly, and perhaps much more importantly; 
when God released Satan from the pit and met him at the top of a 
mountain and looked out over the whole world, because of course 
the world is flat, like a trencher...’ 


‘What’s a trencher?’ 


‘T’ve no idea. Stop interrupting. Where was I? Oh yes, God and 
Satan. Well anyway, to cut a long story short, God offered Satan All 
the Jews, all the Muslims including Mohammed...’ 


‘Who?’ 


‘I don’t know. Must be some bloke who hasn’t been born yet. 
This book is full of things that will happen in the future. See? You 
can't learn that at school, can you? 

‘Anyway, he also offered Satan nine-tenths of the world just to 
try and get rid of him. Well, if we were to go to the top of the 
highest mountain and look out over the whole world, what would 
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we see?’ 
‘I don’t know. But I’m sure you're going to tell me.’ 


‘Yes I am. We'd see Galilee, Syria, Samaria, Judah, The River 
Jordan, Sanai, Egypt and a bit of the Med. So, what’s missing?’ 


‘Go on...’ 


‘America! Not mentioned anywhere in the book! So, what do 
you make of that then?’ 


‘The book is a load of tosh; written by some self-serving 
bastards, who want to rule with terror over their fellow citizens 
with stories of hell-fire, damnation and retribution in order to 
monopolise power and profit?’ 


‘No, of course not; you're deliberately missing the point. The 
point is, and this is undeniable, there’s no such place as America! 
And my Geography teacher was just inventing fanciful, unprovable 
stories to try and impress a bunch of gullible children.’ 


‘Well, I must say, I’ve never heard of America, but that doesn’t 
prove anything. What other gems of wisdom does your father’s 
book tell you?’ 


He opened the book again. ‘Okay, get out of this one if you can. 
Our Biology teacher told us that all the plants in the world get their 
energy from the Sun. They then convert this, invisible energy, using 
a substance called chlorophyll to produce proteins, that help them 
to grow. 

‘What a load of crap! Look at this.’ He opened the book to the 
very first page and began to read: 
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001:001 In the beginning God created the heaven and 
the earth. 

001:002 And the earth was without form, and void; 
and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And the Spirit of 
God moved upon the face of the waters. 

001:003 And God said, “let there be light”: and there 
was light. 

001:004 And God saw the light, that it was good: and 
God divided the light from the darkness. 

001:005 And God called the light Day, and the 
darkness he called Night. And the evening and the morning 
were the first day... 

Blah de blah de blah... 

001:011 And God said, “Let the earth bring forth grass, 
the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding fruit after 
his kind, whose seed is in itself, upon the earth”: and it was 
SO. 

001:012 And the earth brought forth grass, and herb 
yielding seed after his kind, and the tree yielding fruit, 
whose seed was in itself, after his kind: and God saw that it 
was good. 

001:013 And the evening and the morning were the 
third day. 

001:014 And God said, “Let there be lights in the 
firmament of the heaven to divide the day from the night; 
and let them be for signs, and for seasons, and for days, and 
years: 

001:015 “And let them be for lights in the firmament of 
the heaven to give light upon the earth”: and it was so. 

001:016 And God made two great lights; the greater 
light to rule the day, and the lesser light to rule the night: he 
made the stars also. 

001:017 And God set them in the firmament of the 
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heaven to give light upon the earth, 

001:018 And to rule over the day and over the night, 
and to divide the light from the darkness: and God saw that 
it was good. 

001:019 And the evening and the morning were the 
fourth day... 


‘And so on and so forth...’ 


‘Okay, that’s all pretty clear, but how pray, does it prove that 
your Biology teacher was lying?’ 


‘Look at it mum, on the first day God sent light into the world, 
God’s light, and it is this light that supplies the plants and trees etc. 
with their energy.’ 


‘Well surely that light is the Sun, isn't it?’ 


‘No, you stupid woman, weren't you listening. God produced 
the plants and trees that bear fruit and all that stuff on the ‘THIRD’ 
day. He didn’t provide the Sun until the ‘FOURTH’ day. Therefore, 
it’s God’s light that makes the plants grow and the Sun is only there 
as some sort of alarm clock to tell us when to get up and when to go 
to bed.’ 


‘Well, the sun’s going down now, so perhaps it is time you 
went to bed. Sleep on it, try to get some rest and think about all this 
nonsense your father has been spinning you. Tomorrow you can go 
back to school. Goodnight son.’ 


“night mum.’ He rolled over and closed his eyes. 
She leant over to kiss him, ‘Just once more before I go, please 


assure me that you have not been seeing that Jezebel, Mary 
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Magdalene.’ 
‘Piss off mother, would I lie to you?’ 


As the bedroom door closed behind her, another door in the 
room opened, and out from the wardrobe skulked the heavily 
made-up, naked form of a red-headed, middle aged, but surprising 
lithesome looking woman. She slipped her head under the young 
man’s counterpane and fondled her way up his body until they 
were lying together in a lustful embrace. 


There wasn’t a lot of room behind their screen. Eric had to 
stifle the beginnings of an erection before Frank got the wrong idea. 


Skilfully, her manicured fingers with high-gloss painted nails, 
danced across his naked form. She slipped back down, allowing her 
hot breath and her luxuriant auburn hair to brush tantalisingly over 
his aroused genitals. He laid back onto his pillows and cupped his 
hands behind his head; releasing himself completely, to the mercy 
of her will. As she knelt at his feet and began rubbing oil into them, 
he could feel the sap rising in his groin. She climbed back up. By the 
time she had reached his inner-upper thigh his penis had risen to 
its full height and his unrestrained glans twitched and glowed 
purple with anticipation. She broke off from her caressing and 
raised herself up, a look of teasing reproachfulness, danced from 
her eyes. 


‘See Jesus, I told you, didn’t I?’ she smirked. 


‘Told me what?’ 
‘I told you, you would deny me thrice, before the cock grows!’ 
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‘T think we ought to leave these two in peace, Frank 
whispered. He twiddled the knobs on the ends of the Time Capsule 
and offered it to Eric. 

‘Where are we going now?’ Eric mouthed. 


Frank looked at him with a face that said, hold on to this and 
you'll find out; so, Eric took hold of the end of the device which 
Frank was proffering. Suddenly the room disappeared, the gloom 
lifted and they were back at the Mount of Olives, in bright sunshine. 
Just out of sight, but not out of earshot, the eleven, ‘would be’, 
disciples were still mincing around in the olive grove and giggling 
excitedly. 
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Chapter 13 


Frank strode up to the party with Eric scuttling along behind. 
‘Hello, ladies; he beamed. ‘We’re back. Eric and I have had a little 
chat and we've decided we'd like to join your party; if that’s okay?’ 

‘No, we fucking haven't!’ Eric kicked Frank on the ankle. 

Frank put the Time Capsule onto the ground, so it wouldn't 
translate his words, and turned around. He had a look on his face 
that could ripen Stilton. ‘Shut the fuck up, you moron. I know what 
I’m doing. All I need you to do is play along!’ he picked the Time 
Capsule back up. 

‘That would be peachy, Mark giggled. ‘Gabriel should be here 
any moment. He’s such a lovely man; you simply have to meet him: 

‘Yes, we've already met him; on our way to Jerusalem. That’s 
partly why we came back. 

‘Good, good. The more the merrier, I say’ The others nodded 
their agreement and gathered round the new arrivals. Luke and 
John even invited them in to their intimate circle. Eric and Frank 
both declined the offer! 


He didn’t exactly sneak up on them - Gabriel was not a person 
capable of sneaking up on anyone - but nonetheless, Eric was 
surprised when the great man tapped him on the shoulder. ‘Fuck 
me! Where did you come from?’ 

‘I might ask you the same question, Gabe boomed. “Two 
seconds ago, I left you two heading off towards Jerusalem; now 
you're under my tree, getting intimate with my boys. How the fuck 
did you get here so quick?’ 

‘Ah... I’m glad you asked’ Frank butted in. ‘let me explain... 

Gabe held out his great hand and immediately Peter passed 
him a calabash of water. They were standing in the shade of the 
olive grove, but Gabriel’s trek from Jerusalem, under the broiling 

102 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


heat of the noonday sun, had obviously taken its toll. Great rivers of 
sweat, ran from his forehead and dripped like melt water from a 
hundred black ‘icicles’ that made up his saturated beard. White 
halite traces, marked out his dry, cracked lips and his heavy, 
muscular arms, glistened with the sheen of the diaphoretic fluid 
erupting from every pore. He wrapped one of these enormous, 
sweaty branches around Frank’s back and patted him on the 
shoulder in a friendly, but manly embrace. He took a swig from the 
gourd. ‘This, I would like to hear’ 

‘Well’ Frank coughed to clear his throat. ‘It’s quite simple 
really, you see, we are messengers, sent from God. 

Eric knew better than to say anything, but shot Frank a look 
that could be mistaken for nothing but incredulity. Gabriel’s 
expression was not that dissimilar. 

‘Fear not, said Frank, with an overly theatrical gesture of his 
arms. ‘For I bring good tidings of great joy; for you and all mankind’ 

‘Bollocks!’ Gabriel laughed. ‘We haven’t got any money. And 
besides, we gave at the synagogue. Whatever it is you're selling; I’ve 
already got one. So, piss off? 

‘No... no... no... no! You don’t understand, Frank shook his 
head. ‘We don’t want your money, and we’re not selling anything. 
We're here to honour the new messiah. The man spoken of by the 
prophets Daniel, Malachi, and Isaiah. For this day, he walks among 
you; your God, manifest in human form; here to absolve the sins of 
man and guide, any who follow him, on the path of righteousness, 
up to the pearly gates and into the kingdom of heaven: 

Eric leant over and whispered in Frank’s ear. ‘Have you gone 
completely Tonto? What the fuck are you on about?’ 

‘Don't worry, I know what I’m doing, Frank winked knowingly. 
‘These people love all this superstitious mumbo-jumbo,’ 

‘Messengers eh?’ Gabe sucked through his teeth and shook his 
massive head. ‘Well, if you're going back to see God anytime soon 
you can give him a message from me. 

‘Yes, of course, Frank smiled. 
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‘Just tell him he’s a wanker’ 

‘Ah... I see we have a sceptic, said Frank. ‘No problem, I 
understand your scepticism. Perhaps a little miracle will help you to 
see the light?’ He walked out of the shade to the edge of the river 
and climbed onto a large boulder. He held his hands above his head 
and called up into the cloudless sky. ‘Holy father, who art in heaven, 
please send a sign of your greatness that these men may 
understand our mission. 

A flash of light and a puff of smoke later, and Frank now stood 
on the boulder with a small lamb, bleating alarmingly, in his arms. 
He stepped down from the rock and presented the lamb to Gabriel. 
‘What say we sacrifice this animal, in honour of your new God?’ he 
pointed the Time Capsule at a patch of bare ground, between two 
olive trees, and out from the ground popped a circle of stones, a spit 
and a roaring log fire. 

‘You're the boss, said Gabe as he fell to his knees in adoration. 


‘No need for that,’ said Frank, as he helped the great man back 
to his feet. 


‘Wow... that was fucking impressive, Eric whispered to Frank. 
The others stared at him in disbelief and veneration - or perhaps it 
was just fear. 


‘Easy, peasy, Frank winked as he juggled the Time Capsule in 
Eric’s face. ‘I knew they’d go for the old sacrificial lamb dodge. It’s 
the oldest trick in the book. 


‘C’mon then lads, let’s have a party!’ 
He turned to Eric. ‘Give me your Time Capsule. 


Eric rummaged under his tunic and passed the Mark 1 to 
Frank. He fiddled with the dial and handed it back to Eric. 


‘One little lamb is never going to feed all this lot. I’ve 
programmed your Time Capsule to take you back to a small farm I 
found just outside Buenos Aries. Go and see if you can rustle us up 
some proper meat.’ 


‘How?’ Eric shrugged. 
‘Simple. Press ‘Go’. When you get there, wrap your arm around 
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the biggest bull you can find, then press ‘Back’. You'll be back here 
before anyone notices you've gone. 

‘Is it safe?’ 

‘Yeah, of course it is. Just watch yourself on the horns! I’m 
going to see if I can get us some booze’ He turned back to the group 
and threw his arms wide. ‘Oh God, who art in heaven, give us this 
day... a party to remember, 

Poof! Poof! Frank was back on his boulder with two large 
pitchers, overflowing with ruby-red wine, one in each hand and Eric 
was staggering around under the weight of a small, black pig 
clamped between his left arm and his pelvic arch, and a belligerent 
donkey dragging him towards the fire-pit. 

Frank handed the wine to Gabriel and leapt down from the 
boulder. He sprinted over to the fire-pit and managed to grab the 
donkey just as the flames started lapping at Eric’s tunic. ‘What the 
fuck are you playing at? I thought I told you to get a bull. What the 
fuck are we supposed to do with a fucking donkey?’ 

‘Look, I’m no expert on foreign travel, but even I know that 
wasn't Buenos Aries you sent me to. I found myself in 20 century 
Bogside in the middle of a fucking Irish beano. It was all sashes, 
banners and fucking leprechauns. These were the only animals | 
could find.’ 


‘Jesus Christ! That bloody Mark 1. Strange though... there 
must be a short circuit or something; first time I used it I ended up 
in Ulster too. This is encouraging all the same, Irish Marching 
season has to do with the Protestant faith. Did you notice a lot of 
orange on show?’ 

‘Oh yeah, it was a sea of fucking orange. Orange beards, orange 
flags, and nearly every fucker was wearing an orange turban.’ 

‘Turban? Hmm... that’s not so promising.” Frank rubbed his 
chin. ‘But even so, a chuffing donkey? Not even the bloody French 
eat donkeys. And a pig! Are you fucking stupid, or what? I can't give 
these blokes pig, they're fucking Jews. Don’t you know anything?’ 


‘Jews? I thought you said they were Christians?’ 
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Frank rubbed his chin. ‘Hmm... Good point... And I suppose we 
could always use the donkey for transport. Okay, let’s get this party 
started.’ 

Frank took the pig, which seemed to sense its fate and was 
now squealing as if it had been stuck, and marched over to where 
Gabriel and his men were gathered. ‘Anyone got a knife?’ 

‘We're not eating that. Mark pointed at the pig. 

‘Have you never had a bacon sandwich? They're delicious. 

‘It doesn’t matter what it tastes like, our religion forbids us to 
eat unclean meat.’ 

‘Ah, well that’s alright then, said Frank. ‘Because we're here to 
bring you the ‘new’ religion; God’s new covenant. New rules, new 
commandments. Thou shalt rather than thou shalt not. Christianity. 
It’s a licence to have fun. Thou shalt eat whatever the fuck you like. 
Thou shalt shag anything in a skirt - so long as it’s not a hairy- 
arsed, fucking Scotsman. Thou shalt get pissed on a Friday night. 
And most important of all, thou shalt persecute into oblivion 
anyone who isn’t a Christian. 

‘Does this new religion say anything about man-love?’ Luke 
asked timidly. 

‘Not a problem. It’s a broad church. Jesus is a new style of God, 
he loves everyone. He’s given up all the smiting and the plagues and 
pro bono genocide. Nothing is off limits. The hairy-arsed Scotsman 
codicil; let’s just say, it’s more advisory than forbidden. All you have 
to do, is sign up to Jesus and then you're free to live your life, how 
ever you wish. 

‘Sounds interesting, said Gabe. ‘So, who exactly is this Jesus?’ 

‘Jesus is God. He’s the son of God. He’s the Holy Spirit’ 

‘What? What are you talking about? How can he be God, the 
son of God and the Holy Spirit?’ Peter shrugged. ‘You're not making 
much sense,’ 

‘Ah, well, perhaps I should have left the concept of the Trinity 
until a later lesson. People are going to struggle with this bit for 
quite a while. Suffice it to say, if you follow Jesus, you will be born 
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again. 

‘What’s in it for us?’ asked Gabriel. 

‘The usual; power, profit, world domination. All the customary 
trappings of religious supremacy. You help us get this project off the 
ground and I can guarantee, by this time next year, you'll all be 
millionaires. 


‘Anyway, enough of that. Let’s get pissed.’ 


The morning after was a site for sore eyes, sore heads and 
malicious, malodorous gasses. The only one with a clear head was 
Frank. The groans of the prostrate bodies all around him, 
vindicating his commitment to alcoholic abstention. He walked over 
to where Eric was sleeping and kicked him in the buttocks. 

‘Come on, you lazy bastard, we’ve got work to do.’ 

Eric opened one eye and groaned. ‘Jesus Christ. 

‘Precisely, Frank replied. ‘So, get a move on. There’s coffee on 
the fire, and I could probably rustle you up a cold bacon sandwich, 
but hurry up about it. I want to be out of here before the others 
wake up. 

Eric hauled himself to his feet and staggered, like a blind man 
without a stick or a dog, over to the hearth. He poured himself a 
gourd full of black coffee and sat down on the nearest rock. He had 
to move few scraps of leftover pork to give himself somewhere to 
sit. He was starving and the rashers of meat were calling out to him. 
Leaving his coffee on the edge of the fire-pit he got up and walked 
gingerly over to the nearest olive tree where he broke off a branch. 
He pulled off all the leaves then, using the resultant stick, he 
speared the bits of pork onto his makeshift skewer and dangled 
them over the dying embers of the previous night’s bonfire. The 
residual heat must have been greater than he’d imagined, because, 
pretty soon, the fat on the meat was bubbling up nicely and the 
irresistible waft of frying bacon quickly filled his nostrils. His 
salivary juices started to flow. 


His were not the only olfactory organs delighted by the smell. 
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Near the copse of trees someone else was stirring. The dissonant 
sound of urine, splashing on bark, suggested that some reveille 
demands could not be ignored, but pretty soon Mark came over to 
join him. ‘That smells good. Have you got any to spare?’ 

‘Yeah, of course, Eric replied. He tapped the rock next to him. 
‘Here, sit yerself down: 

Mark took a piece of the grilled pork and started chewing. The 
satisfaction of his taste buds was reflected in his face. ‘And you're 
sure we're allowed to eat this?’ 

‘Absolutely’ Frank butted in. ‘God’s turned over a new leaf; 
he’s fed up with making everyone’s life a misery. He wants you to 
enjoy yourself. That’s why he sent his Son, to rid the world of 
depression and sin. 

‘So, when are we going to meet this divine sounding man?’ 
Mark smiled lecherously. 

‘As soon as you've finished your breakfast’ 

The rest of the gang were still sleeping soundly. ‘Should I wake 
them up?’ 

Frank considered the request for a minute or two. ‘Can you 
write?’ 

‘Can I write? What’s that got to do with anything?’ 

‘Jesus is a great man, in fact he’s greater than a great man, he’s 
a God. In fact, he’s not just “a” God he’s “THE” God. Our job is to 
spread his message to the world. So, we’re going to need someone 
to record everything he says and does. If you can write, you can be 
the official recorder. Your name will go down in history alongside 
his. You could be his first Apostle.’ 

‘As a matter of fact, I can write. I used to be a Tax collector 
before I took up the building trade. I didn’t like being a tax collector, 
everybody hates you. 

‘In that case, I think we'll leave them to sleep off their 
hangovers. If you just write down everything that happens you can 
tell them all about it when we get back’ 

‘Okay, Mark agreed. ‘It would be an honour. So, when are we 
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going to meet him?’ 
Frank pulled the Time Capsule out of his pocket and offered it 
to Mark. ‘It’s just a matter of time. Hold onto this and you'll find out.’ 
Mark put his hand on the shiny, silver canister. 
‘Eric? Are you coming?’ Frank winked at him. 


‘Yes, of course. I ain't staying here with this lot.’ He put his 
hand onto the Time Capsule too. 


109 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


Chapter 14 


‘And that’s the river of Jordan...’ Frank sang, as the other two 
adjusted to the instant change of scenery. Eric was used to it, but 
Mark looked shocked. 

‘Flaming Noah! How did we get here?’ 

They were on the edge of a small, adobe settlement by the 
banks of a great, meandering river. The early morning mist, rose 
like gossamer from the dew swept banks, as unseen frogs croaked 
into life among the bull rushes. 

Bethnimrah was not much of a town, but it did have one 
redeeming feature. The river, at this point, had a ford, which meant 
trade caravans heading west from Perea and east from Judea, 
passed through, bringing with them wealth, women and wine. 

The main street was broad and straight and tapered into the 
distance through a foggy haze of dust and heat refraction. It was 
only an hour since dawn, but already the surrounding desert 
landscape was broiling in the heat of the emergent sun. The distant 
shops and cafés shimmered like water. Nearer to where the three 
men were now walking, a waft of freshly baked bread mingled 
uncomfortably with a stench of stale beer, as one business opened 
her doors, another was just closing. 

A middle-aged man, dressed in camel skin and vomit, 
staggered from the Golden Calf Casino, took three extremely uneasy 
steps then fell to his knees and spewed up all over the recently 
scrubbed entrance to Elijah Smith’s Kosher Cakes and 
Confectionaries. Before the poor man had a chance to apologise, a 
large, rotund woman, in an ill-fitting blue gingham apron, sprang 
from the shop. With indecent abruptness, she assaulted him; an 
exuberant swipe of her long-handled, Sorghum bristled broom, 
caught him square across the temple. 

‘Elijah Smith, you good-for-nothing piss-head, she screamed, 
beating him again on the back of his head. 


The chubby, thick-set man staggered to his feet, only to be 
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greeted by another well aimed blow to his backside. He stumbled 
forward and fell, headlong into the street, gathering a beardful of 
grit and mule manure as his chin broke his fall. Scrambling on all 
fours, his progress hampered by his ankle length tunic and pain in 
many parts of his body, not least his head; he made a bid for the 
river. One last blow, to his bollocks, helped him on his way. The 
woman turned on her heels and strutted back into the bakery. 

The little bell above the entrance port tinkled as she re- 
emerged carrying a bucket of water and a mop, whereupon she 
proceeded to wipe the evidence of Elijah Smith’s last meal from the 
step. Luckily, for her, Elijah’s last meal consisted almost entirely of 
cheap booze, of high alcohol content, so spreading it around the 
threshold actually succeeded in sterilising the area quite effectively. 

As soon as the woman went back into her shop, Frank set off 
after her. Eric, who had had a lot more experience than most men of 
tackling irritated women in the throes of their vexation, grabbed his 
shoulder and held him back. ‘If you're thinking of having a word, I'd 
give her a chance to calm down first. C'mon, let’s see if we can't find 
a cuppa tea or something round here,’ 

Frank seemed momentarily distracted. He stopped in tracks 
and looked enquiringly at Eric. Then he turned and looked again at 
the Patisserie obviously weighing up the validity of Eric’s argument. 
As they stood there, in the middle of the street, the woman re- 
emerged, still clutching tightly to the handle of her broom. 

‘And what are you lot looking at?’ she bellowed. 

Frank stepped forward. ‘I do beg your pardon, Madam, but | 
wonder if you could help us? We are looking for a man called John 
“The Baptist” of Jordan. I don’t suppose you know where we might 
find him?’ 

‘John the Baptist!’ the woman laughed deprecatively. ‘You’ve 
just missed him’ 

‘You don’t mean ...’ 

‘Elijah Smith? Yes, replied the woman. ‘Aka, John the Baptist’ 


‘But... but... 
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‘Yes, the piss-head. Was there anything specific you wanted 
him for? ‘Cos he ain't gonna be much use till lunchtime, then you’ve 
got about an hour’s window before he’s pissed again. 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘You can set your sundial by him. Same thing every day. Kicked 
out of the Golden Calf at the crack of sparrow’s fart; vomits on the 
step, then staggers off to the river to sleep it off. ‘til he starts again 
at midday when the saloon opens. 

‘No, sorry, what I mean is... Are you sure, that man is John the 
Baptist?’ 

‘Yes — sad, isn’t it?’ 

‘Is it? It is? What?’ Frank was babbling, obviously trying to 
reconcile the stories he’d read in the bible and the scene that now 
presented itself. ‘But - but, I - I thought, or at least I’d heard, that 
John the Baptist was a holy man. I guess we must be talking about 
another John the Baptist?’ 

‘One, pious piss-head is quite enough for a small town like 
this, thank you very much,’ she groaned. ‘No, he sounds like the man 
you're looking for. He’s not always been a tosspot. He was quite 
sober in the early days. People came from miles just to be dunked in 
the river by him. He had quite a following. Until he drowned the 
Cohen boy; you probably heard about it?’ 

‘No. 

‘It wasn’t his fault - I'll give him his dues - the little brat 
wouldn't stop wriggling. He didn’t want to be baptised but his 
idiotic parents insisted. The lad kicked my husband in the bollocks 
and, with the shock and all, he just dropped him. Next thing you 
know the poor kid’s floating away, downstream, with Elijah’s 
reputation floating after him; flushing away like a log in latrine. 
Well, the kid hit the rocks, literally and poor old Elijah hit them 
metaphorically. He hasn’t been sober since’ 

‘Oh, I see; said Frank. ‘So, I’m guessing he’s given up the old 
baptising business then?’ 

‘It sort of gave him up. If you know what I mean?’ 
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‘Yes. Of course. Frank nodded. 


‘So, what do we do now?’ Eric chipped, impatiently. The heat 
was aggravating his already restive disposition. 

‘We wait for Jesus, said Frank. 

‘And, you're sure he’s coming, then? I have to say your record 
on historic eventualities is not infallible. If you're basing your 
assumptions on the bollocks in the bible, you have to ask yourself 
who exactly wrote the damned fiction in the first place.’ 

‘He did, Frank looked pointedly at Mark. 

‘What?’ Mark looked perplexed. ‘I haven't written nothing.’ 

‘No... Well, when you do, just make sure it’s fucking accurate, 
okay?’ 

‘What are you trying to say?’ said Mark. ‘I trained as a 
journalist; surely you don’t think I’d make things up, do you?’ 

‘Hmmm...’ a suspicious scowl involuntarily rippled across 
Frank’s brow. ‘I bloody well hope not. According to the bible, Jesus 
should be along any minute now: 

As he spoke a large group of men appeared from the Golden 
Calf. Everyone in this place was dressed in long flowing robes, 
which invariably dragged on the ground, wafting up plumes of sand 
and dust as they walked, but these men were obviously of more 
stately bearing. They wore white, with blue pinstriped robes and 
sported exuberant, black and gold braided headgear and well 
groomed, long beards. They bore down upon the three travellers, 
without so much as a nod, their conversation getting louder and 
more heated as they approached, then carried on towards the river. 

‘Fucking Pharisees, Mark mumbled under his breath as they 
passed. 

‘C'mon, Frank harried. ‘This is in the book. It’s coming 
together’ 

Eric, Frank and Mark followed the group towards the river as 
they headed to where Elijah Smith was sitting. Mark got out his 
notebook. 


Elijah was propped on a large rock, nibbling on a locust; a pot 
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of wild honey making a nourishing dip for his breakfast. When he 
saw the men approaching he stood up. 

‘Brood of vipers! Who warned you to flee from the wrath to 
come? Therefore, bear fruits worthy of repentance, and do not think 
to say to yourselves, “We have Abraham as our father.’ For I say to 
you that God is able to raise up children to Abraham from these 
stones. And even now the axe is laid to the root of the trees. 
Therefore, every tree which does not bear good fruit is cut down 
and thrown into the fire. I indeed baptise you with water unto 
repentance, but He who is coming after me is mightier than I, whose 
sandals I am not worthy to carry. He will baptise you with the Holy 
Spirit and fire. His winnowing fan is in His hand, and He will 
thoroughly clean out His threshing floor, and gather His wheat into 
the barn; but He will burn up the chaff with unquenchable fire: 

‘Oh fuck, he’s still pissed, said one of the Pharisees. ‘Shall we 
come back later?’ 

‘No!’ another of the men stormed. ‘That twat owes me forty 
shekels. Help the fucker find his wallet. 

‘Calm down, calm down...’ another man appeared from 
nowhere. Frank looked at him and his jaw dropped. Eric instantly 
recognised him as the decaying corpse they had recently mutilated 
in Frank’s back garden. 

‘Fuck me!’ Eric whispered under his breath. 

The throng fell silent and parted as the man approached. 
Elijah Smith fell to his knees. ‘Aye up, John, said the man, ‘get yerself 
off yer knees. I need you to baptise me’ 

‘Sod off? stammered Elijah, barely able to enunciate his words. 
‘If anything, it’s me who needs a dousing. It’s you, isn’t it? The man 
I’ve been expecting?’ 

‘Get on with it, said Jesus. ‘I haven't got all day. I’ve got to meet 
my mate, Beelzebub in half an hour. He’s got an offer he reckons I 
can't refuse. 


‘But I don’t do baptisms anymore, said Elijah. ‘Or haven't you 
heard?’ 
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‘Tell you what, Jesus replied. ‘I’ll be honest with yer, I haven't 
had a good dunking since I was a kid, and I’m about due. I’ve heard 
you was the best. So, how’s about I give this man the forty shekels 
you owe him. Then you do the business? Cushty?’ 

‘Fair enough, said Elijah. ‘But no fucking wriggling, okay?’ 

‘Whatever you say, big man. Just get on with it’ 

So, without another word, Elijah picked Jesus up and plunged 
him, headfirst into the murky River Jordan. Frank, taking advantage 
of the distraction, dived behind the biggest boulder he could find. 
Two seconds later John the Baptist - for now he had resumed his 
former trade assumed its entitlement - pulled him up again. Jesus 
spluttered and shook the cooling water from his hair. ‘Great! Well 
that’s put me right with the world. Thank you very much, John. 

‘No problem, son, 

As he spoke, a pigeon departed its perch on top of the local 
synagogue and swooped over to where the masses were gathered. 
He’d obviously spotted the juicy, fat Schistosome, which was 
wriggling around in Jesus’ hair. He landed, with a squawk, on the 
young man’s head. Frank added to the drama by warbling through a 
cone of papyrus leaf that he’d found behind the rock, and in a 
disembodied voice pronounced ‘This is my beloved son, in whom I 
am well chuffed.’ 

All the men fell to their knees in veneration, as if they had 
witnessed an event which had been foretold. Jesus nodded to them, 
threw his purse, with the forty shekels, into the throng and headed 
off into the wilderness. Frank reappeared beside Mark and Eric. 

‘I hope you're getting all this?’ he whispered to Mark. 


‘Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah. This is brilliant. So, what do we do now? 
Do we follow him into the wilderness?’ 

‘No, said Frank. ‘According to the scriptures, which of course 
you know, because you're writing them, he spends forty days and 
forty nights in the fucking desert. We haven't got time for that. 
We've got to get him back to the others. Just invent something that 
sounds plausible and fulfils a few more prophecies. We’l] fill in the 


115 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


facts later’ 

‘Like what?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know. Use your imagination. Just make sure it 
includes a few geographical facts and magical mutterings such as: 
“Man cannot live by bread alone” and “Do not put the Lord your God 
to the test”. You know; the kind of stuff that gets the punters 
excited?’ 

Frank quickened his step and almost at a trot, the other two 
followed. They caught up with Jesus just as he was entering Elijah 
Smith’s bakery. ‘Excuse me young man, could we have a word?’ 
Frank extracted the Time Capsule from his tunic and waved it in 
Jesus’ face. Obviously intrigued by the shiny, silver object he turned 
around to face them. 

‘That looks interesting,’ he said. ‘What is it?’ 

‘Do you believe in God?’ said Frank. 

‘Is this some kind of trick?’ 

‘No, no, it’s a serious question, because if you do believe in 
God, this little thing can put you at his right hand side’ 

‘Sorry, I’m not buying today. I’ve heard the Pharisees are a 
bunch of mugs, try flogging it to them.’ 

‘No, you don’t understand. I’m not trying to sell it to you; I just 
want you to hold it? 

‘How much?’ 

‘Very much indeed’ 

‘No, no. What I mean is, how much are you asking for it? And 
what is it anyway?’ 

‘Look, just touch it and all will be revealed,’ said Frank 
impatiently. 

Eric seemed to sense what was coming next. He seized Mark 
around the waist and whipped his free hand onto the Time Capsule. 

‘Piss off; Jesus barked. ‘I was here first!’ he too made a grab for 
the device. 

With the smell of freshly-baked, cinnamon fruitcake still 


116 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


lingering in their nostrils, the four men reappeared under the 
comforting shade of the one olive tree, after which the nearby 
hillock ambitiously derived its name. 


‘Let go, you wanker, it’s mine. Jesus was so engrossed in his 
battle to wrest the shiny, silver object from Eric’s grasp he obviously 
hadn't noticed his change of scenery and situation. 

‘No, it’s mine’ Frank pulled the Time Capsule from the two 
grapplers and slipped it calmly into the pocket of his tunic. 

‘Hey!’ Jesus squared up to Frank; took a closer look at the man, 
then shut up. ‘Sorry... 
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Chapter 15 


Jesus looked around, his eyes bulged and his mouth opened; 
he looked like a squirrel with an enormous acorn stuck in its throat. 
He staggered backwards, tripped over a rock and alighted, with an 
expletive, onto his backside. The dust swirled up from beneath him 
and made him cough. ‘Wh- what the fuck!’ 

Gabriel extended one of his massive hands and offered it to 
Jesus. He grabbed the stranger by the wrist and hauled him back to 
his feet. Then he turned to Frank. ‘So, who’s this then?’ 

Frank stepped forward, grinning rhapsodically. ‘This, 
gentlemen, is our Messiah!’ 


‘Looks like a runt to me!’ Gabe snorted. 

‘Yes, well he’s a little bit rough round the edges at the moment, 
but we'll soon have him trained. 

‘Who the fuck are you? And where the fuck am I?’ Jesus 
squealed. 

‘All in good time, young man, Frank put an arm around his 
shoulder. ‘Allow me to introduce you..: 

The gang of ‘disciples’ had risen from their beds and were 
now huddled around the new arrival; each of them betraying 
expressions of bewilderment and suspicion. Luke was the first to 
speak. ‘So, God has delivered you to us, has he? I sure hope he 
knows what he’s doing. He prodded Jesus gently in the chest. ‘Are 
you sure he’s the messiah?’ 

‘Hey! Fuck off, you fucking poof; Jesus clenched his fists and 
brought them up to his chest. Luke moved one pace closer. 

‘Now, now girls; Gabe boomed. ‘Let’s just put our handbags 
away, Shall we. Save your spunk for the bloody Romans.’ 

‘Ok, ok, Frank held up a hand in a gesture of conciliation. ‘I 
guess you all want to know what’s going on, don’t you?’ 


‘Bloody right, I do, Jesus cried. 


‘Fine, said Frank. ‘Well, if you all don’t mind sitting down, I 
shall explain... 
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The gathered throng silently manoeuvred themselves onto the 
rocks and vantage points where they could find a seat. Eric 
remained standing, just behind his friend. He too was eager to find 
out what was going on. Frank put his arm around the young man’s 
shoulder and pulled him closer; like a football manager, introducing 
his latest signing to the press. 

‘Have any of you ever met a Muslim? Don’t answer that, of 
course you haven't, because there won't be any around here for at 
least 600 years, but when they do turn up, they're going to be some 
changes, I can tell you. You think it’s bad under the Romans; Roman 
law is positively philanthropic compared to Sharia law. Now, as 
religious indoctrination goes, there’s not much we can do to stop 
the march of Islam, but we can give the people an alternative’ 

Matthew stood up. ‘Not more bloody Gods? We’re already arse 
deep in Gods, or hadn't you noticed? Well, when I say “we”, of course 
I mean the Romans and those who can afford it. Gods and religion 
are just for rich people; we plebs don’t get a look in. We're all 
destined to be braised for eternity in the fiery halls of Hades. So 
please don’t tell me your plan involves another fucking God’ 

‘Hear me out,’ Frank beckoned for Matthew to sit down again. 
‘We’re not here to bring you a new God; we’re here to repackage the 
old one, Yahweh or Jehovah, or whatever it is you call him? 


‘Careful!’ Gabe warned. ‘People have been stoned for less.’ 

‘Be that as it may, young Jesus here is destined to become the 
son of Jehovah and it’s our job to make sure the people know about 
it’ 

‘Don't I get a say?’ Jesus whined. 


‘All in good time, young man, Frank replied. ‘But first we’re 
going to go on a little trip. Put your hand on this’ He offered the 
Time Capsule to Jesus. ‘Eric, Mark, if you wouldn't mind’ 

‘What about us?’ Luke cried querulously. 

‘Don’t worry, said Frank. ‘We’ll be back before you even know 
we've gone. 

And with that, the four men disappeared into thin air. 
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* 


Before the metaphorical, theatrical dust had settled on their 
departure, they were back. Jesus and Mark were sniggering like a 
pair of pubescent school girls who'd just been told by their teacher 
what a man’s ‘willie’ is really for. Eric and Frank were soaking wet, 
dripping with what looked like pond life and not amused, going by 
the expressions on their faces. 

‘Yes! Very funny. Frank scowled at the giggling pair. 

‘What happened to you, two?’ Gabe laughed. 

‘Fishing accident!’ Frank offered by means of explanation. 


‘Yeah, Jesus chortled. ‘I was walking over the lake, to where 
they was fishing; I guess seeing me must have spooked the fish, cos’ 
a whole shoal of ‘em jumped outta the water and into the net and 
the fucking boat tipped over’ 


Cars 


Walking over the lake”?’ Gabe queried. 

‘Yeah! I can walk on fucking water, don’t you know?’ 

‘You should’ve been there, said Mark. ‘It truly was a miracle. 
Young Jesus here actually walked across the Sea of Galilee!’ 

‘Not exactly a miracle; Frank muttered to Eric under his 
breath. ‘Oscillating time continuum. Allows one to go backwards 
and forwards in time at a rate of 50,000 oscillations per second. By 
progressing the forward momentum of time by five milliseconds 
per oscillation it allows one to hover in mid-air. Clever eh?’ 

‘Very clever, Eric shrugged. 

‘Did anyone see you doing this?’ asked Matthew. 

‘A small crowd were stood on the banks, Mark replied. ‘They 
were so impressed they started following us. We had to get out of 
there pretty damned quick. They were all screaming for the young 
lad to do more miracles.’ 

‘Yes, Jesus, you did very well’ Frank beamed, despite his 
saturated state. He put an arm around his protégé and patted him 
on the back. ‘Did you enjoy that?’ 

‘Fucking brill!’ he replied. 
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‘Good,’ said Frank. ‘Because that’s only the beginning. By the 
time we've finished with you, you'll have more fans than the 
Beatles. 


‘The who?’ 


‘No, the Beatles, Frank reiterated. ‘Don’t worry, if this all goes 
to plan, we'll be sitting on the beach at Eilat, sipping pina coladas 
and listening to old Beatles songs on our iPods, before you can say 
“Ticket to Ride”’ 


‘nd in fucking Hebrew?’ Jesus’ blank expression was 
mirrored on the faces of the other disciples. 


‘Patience, will be rewarded in heaven. Frank smiled. ‘The first 
thing we need to do though, is to stop you swearing. We can't have 
the son of God spouting all his words of wisdom and enlightenment 
through a tirade of expletives and barely printable profanities. 
Gabe? If you wouldn’t mind; could you give young Jesus here a quick 
reminder every time he chooses to swear?’ 


‘It would be my pleasure, Gabe smiled menacingly. 
‘Fuck off; said Jesus. 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Hey, fuck off!’ 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Fuck off!’ 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Fuck off!’ 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Fuck off!’ 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Fuck off!’ 

THUMP! 

‘Ow! Okay, okay. I get the fucking message!’ 
THUMP! 

‘Ow... Sorry. 


121 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


‘There, that didn’t take long, did it?’ Frank grinned. ‘Good. 
Now we can move on to phase two. I want all of you in on this one. 
We're going to go on a little tour of Israel, and here’s what I want 
you to do. 

They all sat down again to listen to Frank’s plan. 

‘We need to build up a big following. The more the merrier. As 
we saw from phase one, it’s easy to impress the punters with a 
quick ‘miracle’ or two. When we get to a town | want you all to go 
out and gather up as many sick, lame and lazy buggers, as you can 
find and bring them to me. Jesus and | will hang around in the 
market square and wait. When they come, Jesus will lay his hands 
upon them and I will whip them off to get healed’ 

‘How're you going to do that, then?’ Eric whispered in Frank’s 
ear. ‘I didn’t know you were a Doctor too? And there sure as hell 
aren't any decent medical facilities in a first century dump like this. 

‘In 2046, transplant and organ replacement therapy is as 
quick and reliable as going to the dentist back in 2016. Don’t worry, 
we can fix almost any deformity, disease or infliction’ 

‘Yeah, in your 2046. I doubt it’s quite so state-of-the-art under 
the Muslims. Or have you forgotten what the alternative 2046 is 
like?’ 

‘America! It must have been discovered by then, do you 
remember those B57’s flying over old Vatican City? I reckon 
America exists - the Jews had to go somewhere - and so does all the 
21st Century technology I’m used to. Don’t worry, everything’s 
gonna work out fine’ 

Eric wasn’t so sure. Nothing in his life had ever worked out 
fine; most of it had been an unmitigated disaster, but he had to 
admit, since meeting Frank, things had certainly started to look up. 
Okay, they were stuck in a shit-hole in the year dot and had fucked 
up the future to such an extent that going forward in time to the 21*t 
century would probably be a step backward in time from where 
they now stood, but at least he was having some fun. He couldn’t 
even remember the last time he’d laughed out loud, before 
embarking on this barking trip through history with Frank. 
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Chapter 16 


Frank was right about 21st century technology. In fact, the 
Jews, unhindered by constant persecution and religious genocide at 
the hands of medieval Inquisitions, had advanced steadily through 
the scientifically inert years of his own acknowledged history and 
had emerged, far more medically and technically advanced, than 
even he could have hoped for. 

The first unfortunate, to be whisked away, forward in time, 
was a leper called Kevin. The lesions on his face and hands were so 
hideous that Frank thought it was going to take a bone fide miracle 
to pass this one off with a successful prognosis; either that or 
mountains of concealer and fake tan. However, they found a man in 
Harlem who treated their patient with a concoction of herbal and 
chemical remedies and within six weeks the man had skin as 
smooth as a peach. 


All three men were pleasantly surprised by New York. ‘Well, at 
least, if all else fails, we can always convert to Judaism and settle 
down here, Frank confided in Eric, as they strolled down Broadway, 
one morning, munching freshly baked bagels. 

‘Yeah, I suppose so,’ said Eric. ‘Mind you, with no Catholic 
Church, we’re never gonna get our billion quid, are we?’ 

‘Good point!’ Frank agreed. ‘And in any case, I can't leave my 
Gwen, trussed up like a Dalek, and to a life with no sex. The poor 
gal’ll go mad? 

Kevin was most surprised of all. He sat on a bench in Central 
Park, licking Ben & Jerry’s Cookie Dough ice cream from his lesion- 
free lips, watching scantily clad women jog past with their bouncing 
chests and barely concealed bums, and he thought he was in 
Heaven. 

‘Have you got some sort of memory wiping tool in that Time 
Capsule thingy?’ asked Eric. 


‘No, why do you ask?’ 
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‘Well, when we get him back, he motioned to Kevin. ‘He’s 
gonna be blabbing to all and sundry about all these “wonderful 
things” he’s seen and done: 

‘Don’t worry about it, said Frank. ‘No one will believe him. 
He'll just go down as one more, deluded soul, who’s seen the 
promised land! The bible’s full of them.’ 


When presented back to the masses in old Capernaum, 
milliseconds after his departure, the seal was set. Jesus, for his part, 
looked as bewildered as the crowd which had gathered. ‘What in 
the name of Hades, did you do to him?’ he said to Frank. 

‘It’s a miracle, son. Frank replied. ‘Now milk it for all you can 
get. 

‘How'd you mean?’ 

‘These people are begging for someone to follow; a messiah, a 
messenger from God. You have to talk to them, and start preaching 
the Word of. Every time we heal someone, your reputation is going 
to grow. So, you concentrate on preaching, the lad’s will supply the 
lepers, and Eric and I will cure ‘em. It’s a licence to print money. 

‘Preach? What the hell am I supposed to preach?’ 

‘Don't worry, I have it all written down, Frank put his arm 
around his charge and whispered in his ear. ‘Ok, for a start off, say 
to Kevin - "Do not tell anyone; but go to the priests, and offer the gift 
that the law commands, and let them see that you have been 
cured.” 

‘What?’ 

‘Just that. 

‘But I thought you said we want to spread the word far-and- 
wide and as quickly as possible?’ 

‘You've got a lot to learn about human nature, haven't you, 
son.’ Frank winked. ‘The surest way to get someone to talk, is to tell 
them not to say anything. Try it. Believe me, it'll be all ‘round Galilee 
before you can say bulrushes’’ 


After that, the healing of lepers went on faster and more 
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prolifically, than if someone had discovered Dapsone. The laying on 
of hands and the offering up of prayers was dramatic and 
compelling, even if it wasn’t particularly efficacious. Everywhere 
they went, large crowds gathered; cheering, chanting and singing 
his praises. And everywhere they went Jesus did not disappoint. 
John did get a bit twitchy, one Saturday afternoon, when they 
managed to persuade some malodorous, malingerer, who was 
lounging by a stagnant, paddling-pool in Bethesda, to pick up his 
bed and walk, but by the time they got back to Capernaum, Jesus 
was more famous and more deified than Simon Cowell. There must 
have been at least five thousand worshippers, packed into the tiny 
market square, to hear and cheer him back. 

A woman, dressed in a black shawl, emerged from the crowd 
and tapped Jesus on the shoulder. Jesus spun round and looked 
down. ‘Hey, Martha, fancy seeing you here. How’s that reprobate 
brother of yours? I must come up to Bethany and see him soon; 
haven't had a decent piss-up in ages.’ 


‘He’s dead!’ 


‘Shit! Oh Martha, I’m sorry. Didn’t mean it. He was a good lad. 
How did he die? Was it the booze?’ 


‘Either that or the clap, we're not really sure. But he’s only 
been dead a couple of days. I’ve seen you doing all these miracles 
and I was just wondering... 


Jesus turned to Frank. 


‘Well, it is written, said Frank with a grin. ‘I don’t suppose his 
name is Lazarus, by any chance?’ 


‘Yeah! How did you know that?’ Jesus looked quizzically at 
Frank. 


‘Lucky guess, he smiled knowingly at Eric. ‘See, I told you the 
‘good’ book was infallible, didn’t I?’ 


It’s almost as if you wrote it yourself; Eric replied 
sarcastically. 


‘C’mon then, let’s go. Bethany’s a good donkey ride from here, 
we don’t want to get there and find him all decomposed, do we?’ 
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said Jesus. 

‘Don't worry, said Frank. ‘From what Martha says the alcohol 
will probably keep him pretty well preserved. But you're right, we 
don’t want to hang about, do we?’ he pulled out the Time Capsule, 
twiddled the knobs for a second or two, then held it in front of him. 
Jesus, Eric and Mark instantly put their hands on it. 

Jesus held onto Martha’s hand. ‘Brace yourself? he 
commanded her. 

Martha fainted. And it wasn’t the sight of her brother, who 
now looked like a refugee from Roswell. The shock of time travel 
had blown her incredulous mind. 

Lazarus was lying on a thin, horsehair mat, in a tomb, the 
entrance to which was sealed by a large rock. A sizable crowd had 
gathered outside; it seemed that Jesus’ reputation had preceded 
them. Frank didn’t think it necessary to tell his young ‘Messiah’ that 
he had travelled ahead to drum up interest and fervour in advance 
of his coming. 

Frank flexed his muscles and rolled the stone to one side. He 
nodded to Jesus and moved towards the exit of the tomb. The smell 
of rotting flesh was overpowering and Jesus began to retch. 

‘How are we going to do this, then?’ Jesus, held his hand over 
his mouth and grimaced. ‘He’s gone green!’ 

‘It’s ok, leave it to me. You go outside and call him. Don’t forget 
the spiel we rehearsed. This is going to have them eating out of your 
hand. Go on, before you throw up. You look awful.’ 

Jesus gladly did as he was told and staggered out of the tomb. 
As he emerged into the sunlight he heard a voice behind him, he 
turned around. 

‘Lord,’ Martha said to Jesus, as she too exited the tomb. 'If you 
had been here, my brother would not have died. But I know that 
even now God will give you whatever you ask.’ 

Jesus said to her, but loud enough for the gathered masses to 
hear. 'Your brother will rise again.’ 


'T know he will rise again in the resurrection at the last day, 
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said Martha. 

‘I am the resurrection and the life, said Jesus, in the most 
theatrical projection he could muster. ‘The one who believes in me 
will live, even though they die; and whoever lives by believing in me 
will never die. Do you believe this?’ 

"Yes, Lord, she fell to her knees, 'I believe that you are the 
Messiah, the Son of God, who is to come into the world.’ 

Then Jesus looked up and said, 'Father, I thank you that you 
have heard me. I knew that you always hear me, but I said this for 
the benefit of the people standing here, that they may believe that 
you sent me.' 

When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice, ‘Lazarus, 
come out!’ 

A couple of seconds later Lazarus staggered, drunkenly out of 
the cave. His hands and feet were wrapped with strips of linen, and 
he had a muslin cloth around his face, but otherwise he looked 
quite vital. Jesus was amazed, but he was already getting used to 
Frank’s miracles so managed to keep his composure and utter the 
words he’d been rehearsing. “Take off the grave clothes and let him 
go, he said to the crowd. 

Frank reappeared from the cave and joined Eric who had been 
watching the spectacle from across the street. ‘How the fuck did you 
manage that one?’ 

‘Simple. I took the corpse back a few thousand years in time 
and dumped it in the Great Pyramid of Giza - something I knew 
would be there, so I had a point of reference to travel to and from. 
Then I nipped back here, to a few days back when Lazarus was still 
alive and took him out to that tavern across the street. I plied him 
with drink until he was paralytic and wouldn’t remember anything, 
wrapped him in the bandages, then whisked him forward to here to 
perform his resurrection.’ 

‘Clever; Eric patted him on the back and nodded his 
appreciation. 
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The Sanhedrin weren't so accommodating. Power and profit 
were significant motivational tools, even back in Biblical times; in 
fact, probably more so than they are in modern, post-Blairite 
Britain. Frank had moved on from Bethany with Jesus, Eric and 
Mark in tow. The recording of history could not bask in the glory of 
miracles for very long. They had entered phase three, and this was 
probably going to be the most important phase of all. Things were 
falling into place, but they still might need a gentle shove in the 
right direction. 
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Chapter 17 


The chief Pharisee was not happy, not happy at all. Frank, Eric, 
Jesus and Mark stood behind a large, Etruscan column, beside the 
altar of the Temple of Solomon, and listened. The nave, was a sea of 
discontent and pessimism. 

“What are we accomplishing?” asked the Pharisee. “Here is 
this man performing many signs. If we let him go on like this, 
everyone will believe in him, and then the Romans will come and 
take away both our temple and our nation.” 

A hubbub of voices, reverberated around the temple. Finally, 
from the altar, one of the high priests articulated the consensus of 
mumbled opinion. ‘You know nothing at all! You do not realise that 
it is better for you that one man die for the people, than that the 
whole nation perish. Jesus will die for the Jewish nation, and not 
only for that nation but also for the scattered children of God, to 
bring them together and make them one.’ 

‘Caiaphas, you're talking bollocks, said the chief Pharisee. 
‘That little shit is never going to unite the Jewish nation. We are the 
fucking “Jewish nation”! Those suckers in the streets and market 
places will do whatever we tell them to do’ 

‘Yeah, maybe, said another of the Pharisees, ‘but I still reckon 
we'd be better off with him out of the way. He’s built up quite a 
following. People are proclaiming him to be the messiah, calling him 
Lord and lauding him as some kind of God. He needs to be 
eliminated. 

‘Agreed, said the chief, ‘but we can't just go out and murder 
the little cunt. The masses would rise up and have our fucking 
bollocks for breakfast’ 

‘We won't need to; we have the law on our side’ 

‘Law? What fucking law?’ 

‘Roman law, you moron. Have you never heard of the offence 
of sedition?’ 

‘Yeah, ‘course I have. But he’s not trying to overthrow the 
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fucking Romans, is he? Pilate’s not an idiot, he’s not gonna crucify 
the twat for claiming to be the messiah. If he did he’d have to crucify 
half the fuckers in Jerusalem. And, he’d make a bloody martyr of the 
little shit’ 

‘No, but he is undermining our office. And we are the authority 
over the Jews. Pilate needs us, to keep the fuckers in line. Without 
our authority, he’ll have to come down here and get his fucking 
hands dirty. If we convince him that Jesus is a threat to the stability 
of Roman rule, he'll have him nailed up before you can say 
hallelujah.’ 

‘Worth a try, I suppose,’ the chief conceded. ‘Okay, all those in 
favour of throwing him to the Romans, say aye!’ 

A unanimous, harmony of ayes rang out around the Temple. 
Not one dissenting voice was heard. 

Frank was rubbing his hands with glee. 

Jesus threw him a very circumspect look. ‘Fuck this for a game 
of soldiers! No one said anything about being nailed to a fucking 
cross.’ 

‘Calm down, young man, said Frank. ‘Don’t you trust me, or 
something?’ 

‘No, I fucking well don’t!’ Jesus shot him a look of abject 
suspicion. ‘Look, I’m ok with the Messiah bit - although I haven't 
seen any of these promised riches yet - but I don’t quite see how 
dying for the cause is gonna help get me, “immortality and wealth 
beyond the dreams of avarice”. I'll be honest with you; I’m really only 
in this for the money and the women: 

‘Fair enough, said Frank. ‘You will have wealth, you will have 
your pick of the ladies, I promise you. The crucifixion is - how shall I 
put this? An occupational hazard. Don’t worry, you won't die. Well, 
when I say, “you won't die”, of course you will die, but then I will 
bring you back to life, just like I did with Lazarus. You won't feel a 
thing’ 

Eric tapped Frank on the shoulder. ‘Look, can we get out of 
here?’ He could feel the menace in the air. ‘There’s nothing more 
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intimidating than a church full of religious zealots, debating their 
own righteousness: 

‘Yes, of course, said Frank and offered them all the Time 
Capsule. 


‘We can hole out here for a while, said Frank. Eric surveyed 
the surroundings in which they had alighted. They were in a small 
village of approximately ten dwellings. None of the houses were 
particularly remarkable; all appeared to have been fashioned from 
the rocks and boulders that littered the desert terrain, which spread 
as far as the eye could see in all directions around them. One thing 
that did surprise Eric, although by now perhaps it shouldn’t have 
done, was the presence of the other disciples. They were gathered 
under the shade of the only tree in the village. A large, spreading 
canopy with broad, waxy leaves was the ideal meeting place in this 
cauldron of heat and dust. Judas was carving his name into the 
rough bark of the tree’s trunk as the newly arrived party 
approached. 

‘Where are we?’ Eric asked. 

‘We're in a place called Ephraim,’ said Frank. ‘We’ve got to hide 
out of the way for a bit, let the dust settle. We've given the punters 
more than enough miracles to whet their appetite, now we need to 
leave them alone and let them work ‘emselves up into a frenzy. 
Anyway, we've got a piss-up to organise, haven't we?’ 

‘Have we?’ said Eric. 

‘The Last Supper?’ Frank proffered. 

‘Oh yes. Of course,’ Eric smiled. 


Back in Jerusalem things were hotting up. The tales of Jesus 
and his miracles were going viral and being exaggerated out of all 
proportion. 

‘Were you there when Jehoshaphat the Shoeless, grew a new 
pair of legs?’ 

‘Sure was. He was jumping around so much I hear they gave him 
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a job at the winery, crushing grapes.’ 

‘And they came with a new pair of sandals. Yeah! And when he 
brushed past my brother Isaac he regained his sight.’ 

‘Yes, I was there. Are you sure that wasn’t because Jesus nicked 
his bottle of Meths, though?’ 

‘Well, maybe. But it’s still a miracle. The lad hasn’t touched a 
drop since. 

The bar at the Setting Sun, in Jerusalem’s market square, was 
packed with punters, many whom had travelled many miles, to be 
there for the Passover celebrations; which were due to start very 
soon. 

‘Did you hear about him feeding five thousand people with 
just five loaves of bread and a couple of Chubb?’ Gad was struggling 
to make himself heard over the clamour that filled the tavern. 

‘No, said Ashar. ‘Do tell’ 

‘It was about a year back, surely you must have heard? 
Surprised you weren't there; reckon half of Galilee must have been 
there, said Gad. ‘Jesus had spent all day, in the baking sun, 
preaching to the masses. People came from miles to hear him. It 
was all very spontaneous; they just turned up, mostly unprepared 
for a day out. Turned out nobody had remembered to bring any 
sandwiches - unbelievable! Anyway, when it got to tea time, Jesus 
realised they were all starving, and he sat them all down. 
Apparently, some young lad was walking past with a basket in 
which he was carrying five barley loaves and two of the 
aforementioned Chubb. Jesus nicked the basket off the lad and 
proceeded to feed the gathered throng. He fed them all! And they 
say there was still a load of grub left over. So, what do you think of 
that?’ 

‘Sounds like a bone fide miracle to me alright. You say 
“apparently”? So, I’m guessing you weren't there?’ 

‘No, but I know a man who was, 


‘T hope you don’t mean that in the biblical sense? So, come on 
then, who is he?’ 
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‘Zebulon, 


‘What? Old Zeb? You mean that scruffy tramp sitting over 
there at the end of the bar?’ 


‘Yeah! That’s the one, 


‘This I’ve got to hear’ Ashar, pushed his stool back, got up and 
fought his way over to where the old man was sitting. Zebulon had a 
long grey beard, and a very weathered complexion. He also had a 
large bottle of something poisonous in his hand, from which he was 
taking regular swigs. 

‘Ayeup Zeb, I hear you were at the miracle in Galilee when 
Jesus fed five thousand people with a few scraps of food?’ said 
Ashar as he pulled up a stool and sat down next to the old man. 

‘You heard that, did you? Well, I suppose it must be true then. 
But you should know; you were there too.’ 

‘No, I wasn’t!’ 

‘Young man, read your scriptures. We were all there. Isaiah 
predicted the coming of our Lord to lead us from exile, to save us all 
and set us on the path of righteousness. Jesus is our Lord, his 
miracles to behold.’ 

‘So, were you there, or not?” 

‘I was there in spirit. Wherever, goest our Lord, then we shall 
follow. The breaking of the bread and the feeding of the masses are 
all miracles we have been told to expect. It is written that God, in 
the guise of a man, will lead us from the wilderness. Did Jesus feed 
five thousand people with five loaves and three fishes? Of course, 
he did. But, perhaps not in the sense you are thinking. You cannot 
take Biblical stories literally, that’s not how they are supposed to be 
read. They are allegory; they are parable; they are a truth beyond 
truth. You don’t expect your God to be a journalist, do you? You 
have to seek the meaning of the words of God to know their truth 
and significance.’ 

‘You mean, he talks in riddles?’ 


‘No! You are not hearing me; how do you expect to hear our 
Lord. The words and the stories are symbolic. Symbolic of a truth, 
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too great for us to grasp. They have to be given to us in terms we 
can understand. Jesus fed the five thousand; he fed them with the 
hand of God, with bread of heaven. He fed them with the glory of his 
majesty and love. There weren't five thousand people sat by the Sea 
of Galilee, munching on raw fish sandwiches. Five thousand is an 
expression which means, more than you can count. The bread is the 
body of Yahweh. The fish are symbolic of the coming of the Messiah. 
Jesus is the Messiah, of that I’m certain, for I am one of the Five 
Thousand who have eaten of his flesh; have tasted the glory of 
heaven.’ 

‘Well, that clears that up.’ Ashar got to his feet and pushed and 
shoved his way, back through the crowd to where his friends were 
sitting. ‘No. Zeb wasn’t there either. To be honest, I reckon he was 
at the bottom of a bottle, and he’s probably been there ever since. 
The guy’s a nutter.’ 

‘Well, someone must have been there. These stories don’t just 
start from nowhere. It’s hardly like someone just invented it, and 
everybody just believes it, is it? People aren’t that stupid, surely?’ 

‘You can ask him yerself,’ Malachi chipped in, over the rim of 
his tankard. ‘I heard Jesus is coming to Jerusalem, next weekend, for 
the Passover. I heard he’s gonna be riding into town on a donkey.’ 

‘Who told you that?’ said Ashar. ‘On second thought, I don’t 
think I want to know. I'll believe it when I see it.’ 


‘Have you noticed anything about all the donkeys in this 
place?’ Frank said to Eric. 

‘Yeah! They're all fucking riddled with mange.’ 

‘Yes, well, apart from that; have you noticed that none of them 
have that darkened patch of hair across their shoulders in the shape 
of a cross?’ 

‘No, I hadn't noticed. 

‘It’s a good job I have, then, isn’t it? That mark is believed to 
have been bestowed on donkeys by God, to reward them for 
carrying Jesus triumphantly into Jerusalem. It’s a right touch, isn’t 
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it? If we could find a way of making it happen it would convince 
even the most sceptic of punters.’ 


‘Can't see how though, Eric shrugged. “might be able to paint 
it on one or two, but you're never gonna get them all. Besides, paint 
ain't gonna last through the centuries to our time, is it?’ 


‘You keep forgetting, we have the Time Capsule. If we can get 
our hands on some donkey DNA, we can feed a bit of it into the 
Time Capsule and get it to take us back to when donkeys first 
evolved into their own species, then we can use the rest of the DNA 
to modify their genes. Do you want to come with me?’ 


‘Sounds like a laugh. It’s pretty dead round here, init? By the 
way, how are we supposed to extract donkey DNA in this place? 
Surely you're gonna need a laboratory and sterile equipment and all 
that aren’t you?’ 

‘Well, we could do it that way. Alternatively, we can just get 
young Ruth, the farmer’s daughter, to get us some. I saw her in the 
barn the other night, she seems quite partial to a bit of Donkey DNA 
- if you know what I mean?’ he winked. 
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Chapter 18 


The Nubian Wild Ass is a rare beast and Nubia itself was a 
building site. The one redeeming feature, of the elusive Wild Ass, is 
that it does have the crucifix markings across its shoulders. Well, 
according to the locals that is. Eric and Frank had not yet seen one. 

They’d only been in Nubia for an hour and a half, but were 
already at the limit of their forbearance. The choking dust and 
constant clamour of the building site, had assaulted their ears and 
congested their lungs to the point of silicosis. Something big was 
going down, but as yet, no discernible structure was evident, nor 
were any Wild Asses. 

Vast teams of, muscular, ebony black workers strained every 
sinew. Tethered to thick, sisal hemp ropes, they dragged the largest 
blocks of rock Eric had ever seen, along track ways of rolling logs. 
The tracks seemed endless, disappearing off into a flat, lush 
countryside. But the other end was more evident. A huge, wooden 
jetty cut into the edge of a wide, fast flowing river. Alongside the 
jetty, pulled massive, timber framed boats, which had obviously 
been used to bring the giant stones to this place. 

‘Pyramids,’ said Frank, his voice raspy in the dry, detritus filled 
air of the desert. ‘No donkeys here. I think we need to go further up 
river. If I was a Wild Ass, which many think I am, I would basically 
want for three things. Somewhere to graze, somewhere to shade 
myself from this damned heat and, of course, somewhere where 
there was a bit of lady asses ass. None of these essentials seem very 
apparent around here. 


‘No, Eric agreed. ‘So where do you think we should go?’ 


‘Well, areas like I describe aren’t going to be found too far 
inland. Green vegetation and trees need plenty of water, so near the 
river would be my guess. I suggest we follow the Nile southwards 
for a bit and see what turns up. It shouldn’t be too far, Nubia’s not 
exactly the Sudan, 


‘Why south? Isn’t it just going to get hotter going south?’ 
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Every pore in Frank’s skin had opened wide and rivers of 
sweat ran down his shiny, denuded dome, dripping relentlessly 
from his craggy, bearded chin. He didn’t look like he could take 
much more heat before he melted. ‘If this is the site of the Pyramids, 
then we must be somewhere near Luxor’ he explained. ‘Just south 
of here the land begins to rise into a deep, verdant valley, where in 
our time the Egyptians have built the Aswan High Damn. That’s 
where | think we'll find our asses.’ 

‘So how are we going to get there?’ asked Eric. 

Frank twiddled the knobs on the Time capsule and a second 
later Eric found him in the river, sitting at the helm of a rigid 
inflatable dingy, the insignia of the US Marines emblazoned along its 
starboard hull. ‘Come on, jump in, he demanded. Eric didn’t even 
bother to ask. 

Nubian Asses did, indeed, abound in the foothills of the valley 
around Aswan. But, Eric and Frank soon discovered, they weren't 
prefixed with the characterisation “Wild” purely on the strength of 
their non-domestic arrangement. They’d cornered a female ass, ina 
cove in the rocks and Frank had prepared his equipment ready to 
artificially inseminate the poor beast. But she was having none of it. 
Kicking and braying and spitting and biting, she fought like a 
Geordie lass on a night out in Gateshead. 

‘Just grab it round the fucking neck and hold on tight, Frank 
screamed. 

‘I ain’t going anywhere near its head. Have you seen the 
bloody teeth on it?’ 

‘Stop moaning, you've got the easy end. I’ve got to try and 
knock this bleeding thing up - using only this first-century, 
earthenware turkey baster - and its cunt is only three feet away 
from those fucking hooves!’ 

‘Surely there’s an easier way, Eric huffed. ‘How do the fucking 
male asses manage, without getting kicked to fuck?’ 

‘Where do you think the expression “hung like a donkey” 
comes from? With a knob that size they don’t have to get too close. 
To be honest, I didn’t really want to go there, it’s not a pretty site, 

138 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


but... apparently the Jackass has to defecate on the ground and bray 
at the top of its voice. If the female jenny is receptive she’ll come 
over and urinate onto the faeces and offer herself up for 
impregnation. 

‘Hmm... all very clinical... Can't we just forget the whole 
fucking thing?’ Eric sighed. ‘No one’s gonna notice if the fucking 
donkey carrying Jesus into Jerusalem hasn’t got a bloody cross on 
its back’ 


‘You really don’t get it, do you?’ Frank shook his head. ‘The 
symbolism, the mystery, the appearance of super-natural things; 
that’s what religion is all about. This is a very powerful symbol, 
without it the whole of the rest of it could just fall apart. This is the 
final straw that will convince the masses that our man is indeed the 
son of God. It is written that the messiah will ride into Jerusalem, on 
his fucking ass and will die to save mankind from an eternity of sin, 
hell fire and damnation. And this has been predicted purely because 
the bloody donkey has that crucifix on its shoulders. And more to 
the point, donkeys in our world all have the mark. If even one little 
detail is not right we’ll go back to God knows what version of 
reality. This might sound trivial, but it could be catastrophic if we 
don’t get it right now. 

‘Well, I suppose it’s worth a try. To be honest I could do with a 
dump. Eric pulled his tunic up around his waist and crouched 
down, a safe distance from the traumatised jenny. 

‘Don't forget to bray, Frank laughed. 

‘Hee-haw, hee-haw, hee-haw.’ Miraculously the noises 
emanating from Eric’s throat had an instant and calming effect on 
the poor ass. She stopped trying to kick Frank in the nuts and 
wandered inquisitively over to where Eric was squatting. Mid- 
ablution, Eric was rather powerless to abort, so he stayed where he 
was, straining... and praying that she wasn’t going to piss on him. 
His prayers went unanswered. But this gave Frank the opportunity 
to act; before she knew what was happening the Nubian wild ass 
had taken one for the team. She seemed to rather enjoy it as she 
licked Eric affectionately on the head and kicked him playfully up 
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the arse. Eric rolled forward, jumped to his feet and started 
running, but the ass did not follow. Frank caught up with him near 
the river and offered him the Time Capsule. 

‘C’mon, let’s get the fuck out of here?’ 

‘Aren't we gonna need to hang around to see if the experiment 
is successful?’ asked Eric. 

‘No, Frank replied. ‘We’ll find that out when we get back to 
Jerusalem: 

They alighted in the market square and headed straight for 
“Shadrach’s Stable - new and used donkeys and mules for sale or 
hire”. The corral, which surrounded the ramshackle barn of a shop, 
had about thirty or forty decrepit looking equines, milling about, 
scratching for food. As they entered the corral a man, whose only 
distinguishing features were a pin-striped tunic and shifty looking 
eyes, came out of the shop. 

‘Seen anything you like, gentlemen?’ he rubbed his hands 
excitedly, before offering one towards Frank. ‘Shadrach, Shadrach 
Shamir at your service: 

‘Maybe, said Frank, guardedly. ‘But tell me, sir, do any of your 
donkeys have a crucifix mark on their shoulders?’ 

‘Ah, I see you're a man of discernment, Shadrach rubbed his 
hands again. ‘You're interested in the GT, eh?’ 

‘GT?’ Frank questioned. 

‘Yes, you know, Grand Torah, the donkey predicted in the good 
book. Wait there one minute’ The man disappeared again, into a 
small, wooden stable attached to the side of the shop, then re- 
emerged a few minutes later leading two, extremely healthy- 
looking animals. Extremely healthy looking compared to the ones 
milling around the corral, that is. These two have only just arrived; 
latest model - finest horsehide upholstery, seven-week anti-mange 
warranty, low emissions, she’ll do fifty leagues to a nosebag of oats 
and nought to a gallop in 3.6 seconds. The colt - when he’s grown a 
bit, he’ll pull a caravan; best beast of burden on the market today. 
I’ll even throw in this turbo charger’ Shadrach pulled a leather 
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horse-whip from his tunic pocket and waved it in Frank’s face. 
‘D’you want to take one for a test drive, sir?’ 

Frank’s expression said it all; Eric could see the triumph in his 
eyes. His tone did not betray this excitement. ‘I’m more interested in 
the markings, he said, as he pushed the whip out of his personal 
space. ‘Are they common to all donkeys?’ 

‘I see, you're after something special, sir? A purchase for the 
missus perhaps? Well, no, now you come to mention it, I’ve never 
seen these markings before. Like I said, they're the latest model, 
just imported today from Egypt. Maybe all this bullshit about the 
predicted appearance of the messiah at next weekend's shin-dig has 
got some balls. I’ll tell you what, gentlemen; seeing as I like you, I'll 
do you a special Passover deal. They're usually twenty-five pieces of 
silver each, but I'll do you the pair, mother and colt, for forty pieces. 
Ten down and thirty more over three years, interest free?’ 

Frank inspected the donkeys with more discretion. He opened 
their mouths and looked at their teeth, then walked right around 
them, kicking their hooves, as he went. ‘Ten now and ten more over 
twelve months?’ Frank haggled. 

‘Noo, Shadrach, sucked noisily through the few teeth he had 
left in his tobacco stained gums. ‘Can't do it, sir. I might possibly 
meet you half way. Let’s say, ten now and twenty over two years?’ 

‘Thirty pieces of silver’ Frank mused. ‘Very biblical. I like it. 
Ok, Mr Shamir, you have yourself a deal. And Frank shook his hand. 

As they wandered away with their donkeys Frank look very 
pleased with himself. ‘You look very pleased with yourself, Eric 
remarked. 

‘Yes, and so should you, said Frank. ‘You did a fine job. 
Everything is coming together. All we need now is our Judas and to 
make sure the Sanhedrin elders do their bit. Did you manage to find 
us a venue for the last supper?’ 

‘Yes, I think so. To be honest, Jesus came through for us on this 
one. You remember that Magdalene woman he was knocking off, 
first time we saw him? Well, apparently, she runs some kind of “tea 
room’, down Bethany way: 
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The ‘Tea Room’, as it turned out, didn’t serve much tea. There 
were plenty of other, tempting tit bits on offer, but no cordial 
refreshments. 


Madame Magdalene, rented the establishment from an old 
friend. She was very pleased to welcome another ‘old friend’, when 
Jesus turned up with the twelve disciples, Gabriel, Frank and Eric in 
tow. As a host, she could not be faulted, but the place was not 
exactly overrun with punters. The name above the door may have 
explained the detrimental effect on her trade. “The House of Simon 
the Leper’ was not her chosen epithet, but women were barred 
from owning property and the local council had refused to allow 
her to change its name. 


Otherwise it was perfect. Downstairs was a brothel and 
drinking den and upstairs seven double bedrooms and a large, well 
equipped, banqueting hall. Outside was a small, comfortable stable 
for the donkeys. The brothel didn’t cater to the disciples’ particular 
discrimination, but the ale was good and the wine was okay. Jesus 
and Gabriel were more than satisfied. Eric allowed himself an 
occasional sortie; mostly window shopping, but he did manage to 
find one girl, Sarah, who didn’t seem to mind him wanking over her 
tits. She did offer him the full package, at the same price, but, as he 
pointed out to the others, “fucking some tart is all well and good, 
but it doesn’t beat the real thing!” Frank stayed in his room and 
plotted. 

‘Eric, I need a favour’ Frank put his arm around Eric’s 
shoulder and walked him over to the stable. ‘Tomorrow morning, I 
want you to take these two donkeys and walk them out, along the 
main road, towards Jerusalem. Then wait with them, by the side of 
the road, until a couple of the others come to collect them. There 
should be a mass of people coming along the road heading for the 
Passover celebrations, I want them to see these donkeys and I want 
you to point out to them that you're waiting for the Messiah, who is 
going to ride one of them into Jerusalem, as is predicted in the book 
of Zechariah. Be sure to point out the markings, and throw in a bit 
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about them never having been ridden. Take Mark along with you so 
he can record it in his notebook’ 


‘Get out of town! No one’s gonna go for that crap: 

‘Maybe, maybe not. It doesn’t really matter, so long as we get it 
written. I’m going to go ahead and crank up the fervour. By the time 
young Jesus gets to the gates of the city, with any luck, it’ll be like 
the victory parade for the 2012 Olympics’ 

That evening, before the drinking got into full swing, Frank 
briefed the others on what he wanted them to do the next day. The 
plan involved mass defoliation of the local palm trees. 

Finally, he took Jesus to one side to give him a personal 
briefing. ‘Well, son, this is your moment, he began. ‘Do you 
remember, once, you said you wanted to give the Sanhedrin a piece 
of your mind? Well, now’s your chance’ 

‘I don’t remember saying that!’ 

‘Yeah, of course you do. You were arguing with your mother 
about your real father and quoting her passages from the book he’d 
given you. 

‘No... Still don’t remember’ 

‘Come on, you must remember. You were about eighteen and 
were experimenting with hallucinogenic substances?’ 


‘That’s maybe why I can't remember’ 

‘Madame Magdalene came out of a wardrobe in your bedroom 
and gave you a fucking blow-job!’ 

‘Oh yes! Now I remember’ A smile of reminiscence rippled 
across his face. ‘Hang on a minute. How come you know all this?’ 

Frank waved the Time Capsule in his face. Jesus nodded 
knowingly. ‘You dirty old cunt!’ 

‘Be that as it may, we’re now going to give those Pharisees and 
Scribes some shit. By the time you've finished with them nobody 
will doubt you are the Messiah and rightful King of Israel.’ 

‘So, then do I get the women and the wealth beyond my 
wildest dreams?’ 
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‘Precisely!”... 
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Chapter 19 


Frank had done his job a little too well; they could hardly get 
out of the house. Pressed on all sides by a surging, chanting, festive 
mob, the team of disciples, led by Frank and Jesus, were carried 
along like logs on a Canadian river. To ensure everyone got a good 
view, Frank hoisted Jesus onto his shoulders. ‘Keep an eye out for 
Eric and the donkeys, he said, as he lifted Jesus up. 

‘I can see them, Jesus shouted above the clamour. ‘About half a 
mile, straight ahead,’ 

It took the best part of an hour to reach them. The dust and 
noise, whipped up by the crowd, was like being back in Luxor. 
Carrying the messiah hadn’t affected Frank too badly, he’d sweated 
up a bit, but that might just have been due to the heat, which, at the 
approach of noon, was blistering and inexorable. Jesus, however, 
was glad to get back on terra firma. As soon as his feet touched the 
ground he was mobbed by people trying to touch him, or, worse 
still, trying to get him to touch them. Most of them were pretty 
manky, and the smell was cloacal. Jesus held his arms out wide. A 
hush fell over the crowd, and they backed away, slightly, to give him 
room; it was obvious he was going to say something. 

‘Iam now going to ride, into Jerusalem, on this donkey. The 
cheering started again. ‘You all know what this means.’ The whoops 
and cries grew louder and louder. ‘Now let’s go and kick some ass!’ 
This last statement was completely drowned out by the 
cacophonous rejoicing. 

‘Fuck it!’ Frank spat to Eric. ‘He just can't stick to the script, 
can he?’ 

It took another two hours to reach the gates of the city; the 
poor little colt, carrying Jesus, looked absolutely shagged. The last 
few hundred metres up the Temple Mount just about finished it off, 
but eventually, the procession reached its goal. The setting sun, 
glinting from the bleached, white sandstone of the grand edifice, 
bathed the whole scene with almost providential brightness, Frank 
couldn't have asked for a better augury. 
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He was a little unsure, at first, about Frank’s next instruction, 
but once he’d pushed a few tables to the ground and scattered the 
money lenders wares to all parts of the lobby, he started to enjoy 
himself. By the time the Pharisees arrived he was kicking tables and 
releasing doves with gay abandon. 

‘What the fuck’s going on here?’ Caiaphas screamed as he 
pulled back the door from the inner sanctum. 

Jesus stopped kicking the tables and turned around. ‘Sorry, 
haven't you heard?’ he grinned sarcastically. ‘I’m the new King of 
Israel. I’m the messiah. Now get your shit together and get the fuck 
out of my church. You're fired!’ 

‘That wasn’t exactly what I told him to say, either’ Frank 
whispered to Eric. ‘Never mind. When it all gets written up some 
things are bound to get altered in the translation. At least it should 
precipitate a pretty rapid judicial response. 

‘Jesus Christ, you're a dead man!’ Caiaphas’ face was purple. 
He advanced on Jesus, but as he broke into the light he must have 
noticed the large, braying mob surrounding the building. 
Immediately he turned on his heels and pushed the other Scribes 
and Pharisees back into the temple. The unmistakeable sound of a 
large, brass lock being applied, rapidly followed the slamming of the 
great door. 

Jesus kicked over another table then turned to Frank. ‘What 
do we do now, then?’ 

‘Now, I guess, we wait? 

‘Well I’m gonna wait in the tavern,’ Jesus growled. ‘I’m fucking 
parched. Who fancies a beer?’ The rest of his disciples didn’t need a 
second invitation. Frank shrugged and followed the others into the 
town; things weren't going entirely to plan. Eric trotted along 
behind. Twenty thousand more trotted along behind Eric. 


‘T’ve got a bit of a dilemma, Frank confided in Eric as they sat 
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in the gloom of the tavern, as far away from the mob as they could 
get, and drank their beers. 
‘You're not getting a conscience, are you? Eric replied. 


‘No, not exactly. But, I’ve been popping forward to 2046, at 
regular intervals, to see if anything we are doing here has had any 
effect. Until recently the situation has remained steadfastly Muslim 
and completely unaltered. However, I just nipped back now and 
everything is back to normal. We’ve done it!’ 

‘Well thank Christ for that!’ 

‘Precisely! And herein lies my dilemma. If we go back now 
we'll be sorted, but if we do, we will be leaving young Christ, here, 
to his inevitable fate.’ 

‘You mean, they'll crucify him?’ 

‘Precisely. 

‘But I thought that was all part of the plan? They crucify him; 
then you get rid of the body and go back to when he was very much 
alive and resurrect him. Thereby fulfilling the prophecies and 
completing the miracles. What’s wrong with that?’ 

‘Nothing... in theory. But just suppose we do all that, then we 
find we've altered history again and 2046 is back under the control 
of the Ayatollahs?’ 

‘I don’t understand, Eric scratched at his beard, which was 
giving him a rash. ‘I thought the resurrection would be the clincher, 
surely that’s just going to make things better?’ 

‘Yes, that’s what I thought too. But suppose all these 
conspiracy theories, like The da Vinci Code or Holy Blood, Holy Grail, 
are true? Suppose Jesus doesn’t die on the cross, but somehow gets 
smuggled away to Egypt, or wherever. Then our plan will be 
altering history and God knows what repercussions that will have. 

‘Yeah, I see your point. So, what do you suggest we do?’ 

‘T’ve no idea’ 

‘Fucking Bible! You can’t believe a word of it, can you?’ 

‘Hmm..’ Frank took a long swig from his tankard and closed 
his eyes. Eric sat there, thinking, but his mind was a blank. He sat 
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there for about quarter of an hour, but Frank never moved, nor 
opened his eyes. 

Fuck this, thought Eric, I’m going to join the others. Jesus and 
the disciples were having a right knees-up. The wine was flowing 
like water over the Niagara Falls and they had started to progress 
onto the rugby songs that Eric had taught them. He pushed back his 
stool and stood up. Just as he moved off, he felt a tug on his tunic. 
Frank had grabbed him and was now looking up into his face. 

‘Say that again!’ he barked. 

‘What? I haven’t said anything. Eric retorted. 

‘Yes, you did, you said something about the Bible’ 


wy 


‘All I said was... “You can’t believe a word of it”. 

‘Eric! You're a fucking genius!’ Frank leapt up and hugged him. 

‘What?’ 

‘Don't you get it? The whole point is that people do believe it, 
every fucking word of it! And the beauty of that is, we’re writing it. 
We can write what the hell we like. Oh Eric, I could kiss you.’ 

‘Get orf, 


‘It’s brilliant though, don’t you see? All we need to do is write 
the story of Jesus, just as we know it has already been written. Then 
we can take the young man back to 2046 and present him to the 
Pope. We can get him away before they come to crucify him. We 
don’t even have to write the story now; we've got another seventy 
odd years to get it written. We can publish it under a cloak of 
anonymity - no one will know who actually wrote it - and then we 
tell the people it is the Gospel according to whoever. Why didn't | 
think of this before?’ 

‘Yeah, said Eric, questioningly. ‘But what if he did get crucified 
and then ascended up into heaven? Then we, would be changing 
history, by not letting him get nailed up, wouldn’t we? How do we 
know what the real story is?’ 

‘It’s a good question, but let me put it to you this way. We 
know this guy Jesus is just an ordinary, rather vulgar chap. So, 
what’s more likely; he dies on a cross, then comes back to life and 
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miraculously flies up to heaven - which I think we both know 
doesn’t actually exist. Or, he gets smuggled out of the country, by a 
couple of Time Travellers, never to be seen again?’ 

‘Obviously - although before I met you I would have said they 
were both as unlikely as each other - the latter is more feasible. But 
that is not what most people believe, is it? Just a few cranks and 
conspiracy theorists think he actually escaped; most of the Western 
World believes he got crucified? 

‘And they can carry on thinking that, because that’s what 
we're going to tell them to think. Or at least, that’s what the bible’s 
going to tell them to think. I refer you back to my quote from 
Thomas Paine: “A long habit of not thinking a thing WRONG, gives it 
a superficial appearance of being RIGHT, and raises at first a 
formidable outcry in defence of custom. But the tumult soon subsides. 
Time makes more converts than reason”. The guy knew what he was 
talking about. 

‘C’mon, Eric, I think it’s time we got you home’ 

The two men pushed their way through the crowded saloon 
and sat down next to Jesus. Each put one arm across his shoulders. 

‘You've done a fine job, Frank nodded proudly at his young 
protégé. ‘Now it is time to get your reward. Your days of sackcloth 
and donkeys are over. We're going to take you to heaven. 


Jesus wept. 
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Chapter 20 


In Eric’s preconception, a pristine St Peter’s should have been 
packed with pilgrims, pleasure-seekers, photographers, purveyors 
of papal paraphernalia, punters, polizia, paupers, priests, pissheads 
and the genuinely pious, but it was practically deserted. The Piazza 
San Pietro looked dog-eared, scruffy and neglected. 

They looked above the porticoed entrance, to the grand dome 
of the Basilica. The Michelangelo designed structure, stood 452 feet 
above the floor of the piazza and it’s magnificent, Renaissance style, 
dominated the whole arena; that too looked in need of a lick of 
paint. The entrance, guarded by statues of St Peter and St Paul, was 
further defended by two Swiss Guard in their traditional Gold, Red 
and Blue uniforms. They looked like something off an over 
imaginative Kid’s TV programme, but Eric had heard of their 
uncompromising reputation, so commanded himself not to say 
anything, or even to smirk. The vast elliptical circus, bounded on 
both sides by colonnades of double rows of columns supporting 
simple Tuscan entablatures, reflected the former glory of this once 
mighty structure. They wandered around for a bit, hoping not to 
draw too much attention; they were in no rush. Frank and Eric, just 
glad to be back to something resembling normality and Jesus 
absolutely awestruck at the sights that now commanded his 
attention. 

‘Bit different to the last time we were here, eh?’ Frank joked. 

‘I thought it might be a bit busier?’ Eric replied. 

‘This is the extent to which the Catholic Church has dwindled, 
in recent years. This is why they need what we've got, he put a 
fatherly arm around Jesus’ shoulders. ‘I suppose we might as well 
go in?’ 

Jesus and Eric, followed Frank up the steps of the Basilica, 
where they passed the guard without a second glance. The change, 
from bright sunlight to reverential gloom, as they entered the 
church, caused them all to pause and allow their eyes to adjust. 
Frank autonomically bowed his head and crossed himself. Just 
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inside the entrance was a small, wood-framed Information Desk. 
They ambled over to it. 


‘We'd like to see the Pope, please, Frank said cheerily. 

‘Sorry, sir, not today, the extremely pretty, young woman 
behind the desk replied. ‘You’ll have to come back in on a 
Wednesday. That’s the day His Holiness blesses the masses. But 
don’t come in the summer: from June to September the Holy Father 
holidays at Castel Gandolfo. Here, take this.’ She handed him a 
brochure listing services, masses and events at the Vatican for 2046. 
‘That'll be 5 euros, please. 

He didn’t take the offered leaflet. ‘Sorry, miss, you don’t 
understand.’ He reached in his pocket and pulled out a business 
card. ‘We’re not punters, we’re here on business.’ 

‘Oh, sorry. Do you have an appointment?’ 

‘Do we need one?’ Frank smiled his most beguiling smile. 

‘Oh! Yes, sir. The Pope is a very busy man. You can't just get to 
see him without an appointment. Your best option is to write to his 
secretary. She started scribbling, onto a Papal embossed Post-It 
note. ‘Here you go. This is his address.’ 

‘And how long does it normally take, to get an audience with 
His Holiness?’ Eric could sense that Frank was teasing her. 

‘T’m sorry, I have no idea, sir; she smiled. ‘You’ll have to take 
that up with his secretary too, I’m afraid’ 

‘Fair enough, he nodded. ‘Would it be alright if we had a look 
round; now that we're here?’ 

‘Of course, sir. Would you like to book an official guided tour?’ 

‘No, but if you've got a map, that would be most helpful, he 
replied. 

She thumbed through the display of tourist information 
leaflets and picked out the Vatican Guide Map. ‘Here you go, sir. 
That'll be 10 euros please’ 

Frank dug into his pocket and pulled out a jumble of shekels, 
obols and freshly minted Roman denarii. ‘Don't suppose you've got 
any euros on you, have you, Eric?’ the look Eric gave him needed no 

151 


Eric Honeypot: Has the Time of His Life 


words of explanation. ‘Okay, stay there, I’ll be back in a minute’ 
Frank wandered back out into the sunshine. 

It was less than a minute when he reappeared clutching a wad 
of unused banknotes; he unfurled one from the top and handed it to 
the clerk. ‘Here you go, love, and he exchanged it for the brochure. 
They set off down the nave of the cathedral heading towards the 
font, but as soon as they were out of sight of the information desk, 
Frank turned sharp right and pulled the other two into the Chapel 
of St Sebastian. On the Alter, he laid out the map. He scanned it for a 
few minutes and read the key. 

‘Here we go. This is what we want - the Palace of Sixtus V - 
the Pope’s residence. Now, let me just get the co-ordinates. He 
dialled them into the Time Capsule. ‘Right, hold on tight’ They all 
linked arms and Frank pressed the ‘Go’ button. 

They stumbled into a dimly lit corridor, with parquet wooden 
floors and countless, heavy wooden doors, all of which were closed. 
Frank looked around to see if there were any directions or name 
places on the doors, but there weren't. ‘I’m guessing anyone 
allowed up here would know where they're going, he whispered to 
the others. 

‘Why don’t you ask this guy?’ said Jesus. 

From the far end of the corridor a Swiss guardsman was 
advancing on them, rapidly. His rifle was drawn and pointing 
straight at them. 

‘Stand still!’ he ordered. As he did so, two more guardsmen 
appeared from the other end of the corridor, each with a handgun at 
the ready. The three travellers stood as still as their nerves would 
allow. 

‘How did you get in here?’ demanded the guard with the rifle. 
‘Get your hands up!’ 

They obliged without question. As Frank raised his arms the 
guard must have spotted the glint of the Time capsule in his right 
hand. ‘What’s that in your hand?’ 


Frank tried to feign ignorance. ‘Nothing, sir, honest. He tried 
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to press the ‘Back’ button and get himself out of there, but in his 
heightened state of panic he fumbled it and the Time Capsule fell 
from his grasp and bounced onto the floor. Before he could bend 
down to retrieve it, one of the other guards had stamped his foot 
onto it, pinning it to the ground. He bent down and picked it up. 


‘Che cosa abbiamo qui?’ he groaned accusatively. ‘Sembra 
molto simile a una bomba!’ 


‘What’s he saying?’ said Frank. 

‘He thinks it’s a bomb!’ Eric replied. 

‘nix NIN nN (What is he saying)?’ said Jesus. 

‘Who?’ said Eric. 

‘Frank,’ said Jesus. 

‘He said, “What’s he saying”; said Eric. 

‘Ah! So, you are English, no?’ said the guard. 

‘nix NIN nN (What is he saying)?’ said Jesus. 

‘Just shut up and let me do the talking, said Eric. ‘Yes, we’re 
English. Our friend here is Yiddish, he’s from Israel. He don’t speak 
no English’ 

‘Let me explain; Frank chipped in. ‘We’re here to see the 
Pope... 


‘Not very likely, my friend, said the guard in a very unfriendly 
tone. ‘His Holiness very rarely visits zee dungeons. Can't stand zee 
smell, or zee noise of zee torture, you zee. 

‘No... no... you don’t understand. Frank tried again. ‘The Pope 
asked me to get him some proof of the existence of Jesus Christ. 
Well this man here, he pointed to Jesus, ‘is living proof of that 
existence. I think His Holiness, would really like to meet him’ 

‘So, who is he?’ the guard didn’t really sound that interested. 

‘This man is Jesus Christ!’ Frank announced triumphantly. 

‘Okay, boys, let’s get this lot down to the dungeons, said the 
guard. He poked the muzzle of his rifle into Frank’s back. 

Just as they set off, a door at the far end of the corridor 
creaked open and a shiny, bald, Negro head poked out. ‘What's all 
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this fuss, Helmut?’ said the man. 

‘Geoffrey!’ screamed Frank. ‘Tell this fucking bloke who I am.’ 

‘Frank? Is that you? What are you doing here?’ 

‘I’ve got you that proof, I promised you, Frank shouted back. 

His Holiness the Pope, dressed in a long, flowing polyester and 
cotton night shirt, stepped out into the corridor. ‘Bring them to me,’ 
he demanded of the Swiss Guard. 

Frank turned to the Swiss guardsman and smirked. ‘Can I have 
my translator back now, please?’ 

‘Nine; said the guard. ‘I sink we need to inwestigate zis 
dewice, no?’ 

‘It’s just a universal translator, honest. All it does is translate 
foreign words into English, so I can understand what’s going on 
when I’m on holiday. Or, like today, on a business trip. 

‘Zen you von’t mind me inwestigating it, vill you?’ 

‘Frank, Frank, don’t worry about that, the Swiss guard will 
look after it; the Pope was motioning them into his chambers. 
‘Come with me, come, tell me what you have brought me’ 

Frank hovered; Eric could sense that he desperately didn’t 
want to leave the Time Capsule. ‘Don't worry Frank, I’m sure we can 
get it back when we leave, he smiled and tapped his belly. 

Frank nodded, reluctantly and the three men followed the 
Pope into his humble abode. If the outside of the building was 
looking a little shabby, there was nothing shabby about the Papal 
apartment. Opulence was obviously the theme requested, last time 
the flat was redecorated. The only thing humble, about the whole 
abode, was the small picture of the Pope’s family - standing proudly, 
outside a makeshift papaya stall back in Africa - which stood on the 
mantelpiece. Masterpieces, frescoes, marble statues, intricate 
carvings, antique furniture and gold - masses and masses of gold - 
made the place look like a megalomaniac’s palace. The Pope looked 
embarrassed. 

‘Oh! Take no notice,’ he said. ‘It wasn’t my choice. He led them 
over to a corner of the room where stood, an average sized, pink- 
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dralon covered, three-piece-suite, a gaudy, multi-coloured, hand 
crafted, raffia mat and a 40-inch plasma TV. ‘Make yourselves 
comfortable, gentlemen, the Pope commanded. 

They took a seat each, Jesus shot-gunning the sofa, and sat 
down. The pope remained standing. ‘Now, tell me, pray, who have 
we got here?’ 


Frank stood up again. ‘Your excellency... 

‘Oh, for God’s sake, drop it Frank. It’s me, Geoffrey. Just call me 
Geoff? 

‘Yea... yeah... ok... Geoff. Well, here he is - may I present to you, 
Jesus Christ, in the flesh. Stand up, Jesus.’ 

Jesus remained seated, with a blank look on his face. Eric 
jumped up and stood in front of him and offered his hand. ‘Here, let 
me help you up, he said. Jesus put out his hand and Eric slipped the 
Time Capsule Mark 1 into it. ‘Stick this in your pocket and hold onto 
it, he whispered as Jesus rose to his feet. 

‘Pleased to meet you, sir) he said as he stood before Geoff. 

‘Jesus... the pope bowed perfunctorily. ‘Or should I call you 
“Lord”?’ a wide, sarcastic smile ripped across his face, exposing a 
mass of pearly white teeth. ‘Oh, please Frank, surely you can do 
better than this?’ 

‘I don’t know what you mean, Geoff? 

‘I mean; look at the guy. He doesn’t fool anyone. He hasn’t even 
got the..’ Geoff looked down and rubbed his right palm with his left 
forefinger. 

‘Stigmata?’ Frank offered. 

‘Precisely!’ said Geoff. 

‘Well, no. That’s because we got him before he was crucified. It 
might have been a little bit difficult afterwards: 

‘More convincing, though, said Geoff. ‘So why would it’ve been 
more difficult?’ 

‘Well, this is Jesus Christ. The one and only, the genuine article; 
but he ain't no God - not even a Saint. He’s just an ordinary bloke,’ 
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‘Then I only have your word for it, that this is him? Much as I 
admire and trust you, friend, I cannot base my reputation and 
position on the uncorroborated word of one man!’ 

‘Why not?’ Eric interjected. ‘Your church seems to have done 
pretty well, on that kind of testimony, for the last two thousand 
years.’ 

‘Who is this man?’ the pope beckoned angrily towards Eric. 

‘A friend of mine, who’s been helping me find Jesus, Frank 
replied. 

‘Not in the biblical sense, I hope you understand, Eric laughed 
at his own witticism. 

The pope extended his hand. ‘Well, you're quite right, Eric, he 
smiled. ‘But that kind of evidence is no longer acceptable, I’m afraid. 
Even if I believed you, that would not satisfy the masses. And now 
you've presented me with an even more intractable problem. If 
Jesus Christ is not divine, not immortal, then everything this church 
stands for falls to the ground. 


‘Would you like some tea?’ he pulled an ornate bell rope next 
to the fireplace. 

Suddenly the door to the apartment burst open and in rushed 
the three Swiss Guard, their firearms cocked and ready to fire. 
Frank was the first to react. He grabbed Jesus and Eric in a double, 
engulfing rugby tackle and dived, with them in his massive arms, 
over the back of the settee. A shot rang out and Jesus screamed. 
Blood sprayed onto Eric’s face, he screamed too. 

The guard advanced at the double, one went to one end of the 
sofa and the other to the other, both primed to kill. They looked to 
the floor, and a strange, uncomprehending look seized both their 
expressions. There was nobody there! 

Jesus, Frank and Eric had alighted in a field. It was an emerald- 
green, open savannah, with rolling hills in the distance and a sun 
beating down through cloudless skies. Frank looked around, but 
there were no landmarks, anywhere in sight, to help him identify 
their location. The lushness of the grass, indicated somewhere 
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where it rained a lot; but not today. On the horizon, about three or 
four kilometres away, there appeared to be a beacon; at least 
something was shining with unnatural brightness. 

He cupped his hands around his eyes to try to focus more 
clearly. It must have been a trick of the light, but as his eyes became 
accustomed to the brilliance, he could have sworn it was a 
mountain of gold! 

Faintly, at first, but getting louder with every passing second, a 
warbling, bellowing chant, egressed from the hills behind them. 
They all swung around towards the sound. As they broke the 
summit, the sound became even louder, and it was tinged with 
menace. Suddenly, along the whole of the ridge above them, a 
thousand or more men on horseback appeared and it looked like 
they were brandishing weapons. 

Frank took a double-take; either the hills were further away 
than he thought, or the horsemen and their steeds were all midgets. 
Either way, the horde was bearing down on them fast! As they got 
closer, their appearance became more defined, and even more 
bizarre. The nearest horseman, was but a couple of hundred metres 
away now, and it was clear these were no ordinary men - or horses. 

The horses were a plethora of colours and shades, but they all 
had long, shaggy manes; and they all had a single, narwhal type 
horn, protruding from their foreheads. They were no bigger than 
Shetland ponies. 

If the mounts weren’t freakish enough, their riders took the 
biscuit. The lead rider was probably the tallest of the lot, but if he 
was two-foot tall he was a giant amongst his fellows. All of them had 
bright, red hair; plaited and braided with ribbons; that hung down 
to their buttocks; similarly, styled beards and they all wore deep, 
emerald green top coats and waistcoats, with three-quarter length 
britches held up with gold-buckled, black leather belts and pointy 
moccasins on their feet. Most of them were wearing green-felt, top 
hats with gold ribbon and buckle accessories and they all 
brandished large, ebony-black shillelaghs in their hands. 


‘Fuck me!’ Eric turned to Frank. ‘Leprechauns on unicorns! 
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We're obviously not in Kansas anymore, Dorothy. 


THE END 
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Frank’s Epilogue - The Theory of Time Travel 

‘When I’m dead and buried my words will live on. I shall 
desert my mortal body, sure and happy in the knowledge, that 
those who come after me will be enlightened by my term on Earth. 
I shall be leaving a legacy that will outlive Christianity, outlive 
Judaism, even outlive Islam. And the reason I am so confident in 
my own immortality is because... it was revealed to me by an angel 
of God. 


I wasn’t on the road to Damascus, nor in a cave on the 
outskirts of Mecca; I was actually having a bath, in my parent’s ex- 
council house in Bristol. I was six at the time and already clever 
enough to realise that nobody was going to take me seriously at 
that age. 

‘Sit on it until you're twenty-one,’ she said. ‘You don’t have to 
write any of it down, you’ll remember every word.’ And she was 
right. 

Now, this angel’s name was Lorna, and she came from The 
Asylum. | asked her if this was the loony bin in Coombe Dingle, but 
apparently it wasn’t. 


I can hear you asking already; ‘Did anyone else see the 
Angel?’ 

Well no, of course not, it wouldn’t be revelation if anyone 
else saw her, would it? It would be... I don’t know... “Evidence?” 
Besides, if more than one person is told a ‘certain fact’, it is likely 
to be interpreted in more than one different way. The first 
fundamental of any religion is that a single person (the chosen 
one), gets the revelation, interprets it correctly, and then passes 
that exact message on to others, who become their disciples. It’s 
simple. 

But how to communicate the message? 


In the old days, before anyone could read or write, you just 
told them so and they believed. Then along came writing and 
books; the prehistoric internet. Hebrew, Aramaic, Greek then 
Latin, then that jiggly writing that starts at the back and works 
forwards, you know what I mean... Yeah, what’s it called? ... Oh 
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yes! Scribble. 


Now, how do you hope to reach the whole of the civilised 
world, if you write in Scribble that only a few people can 
understand? Well obviously, you can't. You base a religion around 
the scribblings of some ancient scribe, who may or may not have 
an agenda of their own, then you're asking for trouble before you 
start. No! The only way to communicate nowadays is via 
television. You, quite rightly, cannot be expected to believe 
anything unless you have seen it on telly and been told it by the 
current in-house celebrity. And, why should you? 


I’m going to digress here for a moment and give you a 
preview of what the lovely Lorna actually said to me in my 
bathroom back in Bristol. You may already suspect that she was a 
figment of my over fertile imagination, but we’ll leave her as a 
bone-fide Angel for the time being as it probably helps to aid the 
understanding of those of you still steeped in fabulous 
verisimilitude. She told me all about the origin of the Universe and 
explained just exactly who God really is. I think it will surprise you, 
but more ambitiously, I hope it makes you think. 


Matter can neither be created nor destroyed. One of the 
fundamental laws of physics. So, if this is true, how come there is 
so much matter in the universe? Something, or someone, must 
have created it. One theory is that God created it, but this always 
leads to the question, “If God is the creator, who or what created 
God?” It’s a circular argument, and impossible to fathom. Just like 
we all want to know, what is beyond the edge of the universe and, 
if the Universe is expanding, what is expanding into? 

Maybe in our lifetimes we will never know the answer to any 
of these questions, which allows us all to speculate, hypothesise 
and theorise. Until a definitive answer is found, my theory or your 
theory is as valid as the next man’s. If you believe God created it 
then that is your prerogative, but it still leaves as many questions 
unanswered as if I was to claim it was all created by Goblins. 
Philosophy, Religion and Science are very difficult subjects to get 
your head around; they all seem to ask questions without answers. 
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Sometimes the ‘right’ answer seems to depend on what you 
believe, rather than what you can prove or disprove. Big Bang, 
God, Goblins, Singularities? Who knows? 


Light travels at 186,000 miles per second and nothing, 
according to the physicists, can travel faster than light. In fact, 
nothing can even accelerate up to the speed of light. The only 
things that can travel at this speed, e.g. light, start off at this speed; 
they cannot start slowly and build up to light speed. So, all this 
science fiction stuff you see about spaceships travelling at Warp 2, 
i.e. 8 times the speed of light is just that, science fiction. The 
scientists at CERN thought they had found a particle that travelled 
faster than the speed of light, then, just as everyone was getting 
very excited and claiming that Einstein was a moron, CERN went 
very quiet, and kind of admitted they had got their calculations 
slightly wrong. 

Light speed was the max - full stop. So, if this is true, how 
come, one minute after the “Big Bang” the Universe, according to 
these same physicists, has expanded to 17 x 1014 miles across? It’s 
“impossible”! That’s about 108 times the speed of light, or if you 
prefer 1,700,000,000 miles per second! Just as God can't have it 
both ways - he/it can’t be both creator and benevolent father, so 
science can’t have it both ways either. They can't say nothing can 
travel faster than light, then in the next breath say the Universe 
accelerated at 1,700,000,000 miles per second. So, what is the 
truth? 

My theory is that it is all to do with ‘Time’! 

Time, I believe, is the ultimate energy. Time has zero mass, it 
is all energy. Time is God. Time is the Creator. Time is where it all 
began, and Time is also where it will all end. 

Let’s say, for example, you want to travel from London to 
America. At one moment in time you are in London and a few 
hours later, going by train and the fastest jet aeroplane, you are 
standing in Times Square. Why does it take ‘a few hours’? If you 
were electricity or light, you could get there almost 
instantaneously. 
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The operative word here is ‘almost’. Electricity and light have 
‘almost’ no mass, so they can move through time extremely 
quickly, you on the other hand, even if you have been on the Atkins 
diet, you have a large amount of mass that needs to be converted 
from a physical lump in London to a physical lump in New York, 
and this takes time and energy. I’m sure this has got something to 


do with Einstein’s theory of Relativity, E = Mc2 , but it also has as 
much to do with Philosophy, ‘7 think, therefore I am...’ - René 
Descartes and all that. Time has no mass, so it exists in New York 
and London simultaneously. Or does it exist simultaneously? Or 
are these two times separated by a time gap equivalent of 
something travelling the 4000 miles at a speed of 17 x 108 miles 
per second? At the time of the big bang, before any matter was 
produced, before the first atom of hydrogen or helium, all there 
was, was Time and energy. The energy released by Time - 
absolutely, inconceivable amounts of energy, enough in three 
minutes, to produce every atom and every gravitational force to 
take the Universe forward for the next God knows how many 
billion years. 


Matter, without the regeneration of Time, cannot be created, 
but it can be converted. If you set fire to your house, you will no 
longer have a house, but your neighbours will have a nice warm 
feeling. Your house will have been converted into energy, heat 
energy. That energy will eventually be converted back into matter 
in the form of plants and animals who feed on those plants and 
nothing will be lost. Your house will become a Hedgehog. It won’t 
happen instantly, it will take time, and time is the energy that 
drives the whole process. So, if energy (Time) can be converted 
into Matter, the original statement that ‘matter can neither be 
created nor destroyed is still valid. We scientists are happy. 

So, what about the creationists? What about those who think 
God created the universe? Well they’re happy too. God is Time! 
However, I should just qualify that by saying I believe this God to 
be an Einsteinian type of God, not the vindictive, moral law-giver 
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of recent history. 


Okay, so if this is true, how does that explain the origins of 
the universe? 


Well, it is hypothesised that out there in the vastness of 
space are Black Holes. These are probably what some people see 
as Heaven or Hell, although they don’t realise it yet. Black Holes 
form when a star expires, its time has come and its energy needs 
to be recycled. It is thought to be Gravity (a form of energy) that is 
dragging everything in to the Black Hole and condensing it into 
pure mass, but gravity is far too weak a force to ever achieve this. 
It is thought that even time is being dragged into the Black Holes, 
and as it does so it accelerates. My theory is that the force acting 
on the matter is not gravity, but Time itself. Acceleration due to 
gravity on Earth is 9.8 metres per second per second. If you ever 
took time to look at this equation you will have seen that there is 
an obvious time element to it. In the centre of a Black Hole the 
acceleration would be very close to ‘infinity per second per 
second’; gravity could not produce this massive force, it has to be 
something else, it has to be Time. Black Holes are places where 
time is released from the atoms, and as it does so its energy of 
conversion is so great that nothing can escape. Eventually 
everything will be dragged in and converted into this evermore- 
accelerating energy called time, until ultimately there is nothing 
left. 


Philosophically speaking, Time is not just energy, it is also a 
concept. American Scientist John Wheeler famously said, ‘Time is 
just something that stops everything happening at once’. And he 
was partly correct. ‘The Big Bang’ is just a moment when 
everything, all matter, all energy, all hedgehogs have been 
converted into time and at some critical point everything starts 
happening at once! At this point, time is converted back into other 
forms of energy, which condense into different forms of matter, 
which take on mass, and as they do so, so time begins again. The 
mass is now travelling on the London Underground on route to 
Heathrow and eventually it will reach New York, but this will take 
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TIME! 


The question that begs itself now, of course, is: If ‘God is 
Time’, does it have an intelligence and a purpose? This is where 
we go into the twin subjects of theology and philosophy. Can Time 
fulfil the prophecies? Can Time create all the wonderful and 
intricate systems that we see all around us? Can Time explain 
religion? 

I think the answer to all these questions, and many more 
imponderables, is Yes! 


Before there was time there was nothing; nothing physical 
that is. What there was, was, intelligence. In a vast, empty void the 
only thing that existed was knowledge. Knowledge acts like a 
sponge; a little knowledge attracts a little bit more and a little bit 
more until eventually all the knowledge of the universe came 
together and created Time. The intelligence was instantly 
converted into energy (time energy), energy into matter and 
matter into mass and the Universe was born. 


Now every atom of matter that was created by Time, holds 
within it the intelligence which created it. This was what drove the 
wheels of evolution. Each atom knew instinctively how to act and 
react with the other atoms that were created from the knowledge. 
But Time was the overall commander, the designer if you like, and 
it dictated the points at which these atoms, which were to create 
all things, should come together and start building. Time is the 
supreme intelligence. There is a beauty and a regularity in nature 
that many can only explain by the thought that there must be a 
god who designed and created all things and as you can see from 
this model, that is exactly what happened, except there is no god - 
only Time. 


You can't reason with time, you can’t alter time; a second 
takes a second, an hour takes an hour and a woman takes an age to 
get ready! Time doesn’t live on a cloud dishing out favours to 
those who are worshipful and wrath to those who are 
disrespectful. It doesn't have ‘Promised Lands’ or angels, it doesn't 
need holy books or prophets to explain it, time is neither moral 
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nor immoral, benevolent nor judgemental. 


Have you ever wondered how your brain remembers things 
that have happened to you in the past? Anatomists will explain 
this by inviting you down to the cellular level of your 
transcendence and showing you how, despite every other cell in 
your body being replaced constantly, your nerve cells remain 
intact for the duration of your existence. Chemicals within these 
specialised cells remember previous encounters and can recall 
them into the conciseness whenever they are activated. However, 
they would be wrong. Even the most durable of cells will only last 
seventy or eighty years; atoms, it has been calculated, have an 


existence somewhere in the region of 1035 years, and that’s just a 
guess. They last forever because they cannot be destroyed; the 
energy that keeps them burning for infinity is Time. The energy of 
time is incalculable. In a nuclear explosion, when atoms are ripped 
apart, the energy released is Time. But only an infinitesimal 
fraction of Time is released in even the most efficient nuclear 
fission. The energy contained in each atom is enough to produce a 
Black Hole if it were ever released en masse. 


Let me illustrate just how little of the energy contained 
within an atom is released in a nuclear explosion. This might also 
help to illustrate the concept of Time. Atoms have been around 
since the Big Bang! Since the beginning of time in fact. Now let’s 
for hypothetical expediency suppose this happened 13.5 billion 
years ago. That’s 13.5 billion years of accumulated knowledge. 
Time is constant, it cannot be accelerated or slowed down, so to 
release all that accumulation (or Time energy) safely would take 
another 13.5 billion years. What actually happens in a nuclear 
reaction, and the reason it is so destructive, is that momentarily 
the nucleus of the atom is broken apart and time is suspended. The 
bang is, in fact, just time re-starting and pulling all the parts of the 
atom back into their rightful places. And how long does this 
process last? How long does it take for the atom to reform - okay it 
may reform as a different atom, it may lose a Neutron or two, or 
maybe even a Proton, but it is back in shape with its knowledge in 
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tact within a couple of nanoseconds. Now what’s a couple of 
nanoseconds in 13.5 billion years? Exactly, hardly any time at all - 
and that’s how much energy is lost during a nuclear fission - 
hardly any energy at all. 


It’s difficult to get your head around, isn’t it? Just how much 
energy is stored in each atom. But it’s not the energy that’s 
important, it’s the knowledge. 


The cells of your body are of such vastness and such 
transience that they could never retain even the most pictorial of 
memories for longer than a couple of milliseconds, they're just not 
designed for that function. Your neurons may last you a lifetime, 
but the atoms that they are made from are constantly being 
replaced. It’s atoms that hold the knowledge, and they have done 
ever since the big bang! 


At the moment of inception all knowledge was identified and 
all was converted into time, but knowledge is not static. New 
things happen all the time; even things as simple as the beating of 
a bird’s wing or the swaying of a blade of grass in the wind is 
recorded in time. Atoms store this new knowledge and pass it on 
to the atoms that replace them in a constantly evolving universe. 
Atoms can't rest even for a minute. Every second something else is 
added to their vast knowledge base and all this knowledge must 
be passed on to all the other atoms. If this didn’t happen, there 
would be no memory, no learning, no evolution - it wouldn’t be 
necessary because everything would have been pre-determined. 
The atoms - God particles - in our brain know everything, even if 
we don’t. But even they know more now, than they did a second 
ago. 

You probably have at least a billion atoms in your body, that 
once belonged to Shakespeare or Newton; so why don’t you have 
the knowledge of a Newton or the eloquence of the bard. It’s 
because the knowledge, retained within the energy of time, cannot 
be released from the atom without the correct key and that key is 
your own, acquired conversancy; it’s like a password for your 
computer. Without that key, the only way to release the 
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knowledge would be to destroy the atom, and to destroy the atom 
would be to destroy your very existence - and everyone else’s into 
the bargain. 


Time lives in everyone and everything, but it can't live 
independently because at the beginning of time, all the knowledge 
was converted into time so time can only exist within the atoms 
the knowledge created. Each atom with its own, innate, 
intelligence; a Chlorine atom is instinctively drawn towards a 
Sodium atom and vice-versa but neither atom knows, or even 
needs to know, that if enough of them got together they would 
form a salt crystal. The structure, uniformity, and beauty of the salt 
crystal are all determined by time, not the individual atoms which 
created it. The same is true of more complex structures; an atom 
of carbon could become part of a diamond, a tree, a whale or even 
a human, it neither knows nor cares, it just has to be in the right 
place at the right time and time will do the rest. 


If this is true, why did time require evolution, or put another 
way, why did evolution require time? Why didn’t it all just happen 
in the beginning? Why did species need to evolve out of other 
species and knowledge and intelligence out of experience and 
discovery? The reason for this is because time is something that 
allows things to happen, but it doesn't make them happen. Time 
starts things off with an idea but no plan as to how they are going 
to develop. Good things and bad things happen because time 
allows them to; it doesn't interfere with its creations once they 
have been created. For example, time will take all the elements 
necessary to form nucleic acids and mix them together. It will 
show them how to organise themselves into the building blocks of 
life, Ribonucleic Acid (RNA) and Deoxyribonucleic Acid (DNA), 
then it will leave them alone to see how far they can evolve. It has 
no interest in hastening the evolution of all the worlds under its 
command. 


Somewhere, in each and every atom, is all the knowledge of 
the Universe. This may seem unlikely but a famous experiment, 
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conducted by Wolfgang Pauli in 1925, came close to discovering 
this, he just didn’t know what it was he had discovered. Pauli’s 
Exclusion Principle demonstrated that certain pairs of subatomic 
particles, even when separated by vast distances, instantly knew 
what its sibling was up to. He showed that if you could induce 
‘spin’ into a certain particle, its pair, no matter how far away it 
was, immediately began to spin in the opposite direction. This 
was, of course, because all atoms are interconnected. What Pauli 
didn’t realise, and without the luxury of Time Travel he never 
would, was that every atom from history, to which this pair of 
related particles had been incorporated, also began to spin 
backwards and forwards - you never know, he might have even 
made Jesus Christ sneeze! What Pauli didn’t realise was that he 
had discovered the principle that eventually lead to my discovery 
of time travel. 


Just imagine the possibilities if one could tap into this 
quantum core and harness this infinite power. To extract the 
energy of time from the atoms and use its knowledge to 
experience as you have witnessed ‘Time Travel’. 


However, we must be sure this knowledge doesn’t fall into 
the wrong hands. We have seen how easy it is to upset nature’s 
balance. It could so easily have happened, and if it had it could 
have led to the destruction of everything we behold. If you get this 
wrong, time could start to recycle itself. The time energy released 
from the atoms could coagulate and start to form a new ‘Black 
Hole’, dragging in everything around it and everything will be 
destroyed to be re-built and to start again. 


Nature, it is said, abhors a vacuum. This is because it 
possesses no atoms and therefore no time. Time has to fill every 
available space in the universe so that everything is 
interconnected. The butterfly principle! Any innocuous little act, 
somewhere in the universe, can have a devastating effect 
somewhere else that at first seems totally unrelated, but all things 
are connected through the omnipresence of time and the inter- 
relationship of atomic particles. 
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Obviously, no two atoms can inhabit the same place at the 
same time. If this is attempted accidentally, e.g. in a car crash, or 
deliberately, ie. an atomic bomb, the consequences can be 
catastrophic. To give you some idea of the power of time and the 
energy it has at its disposal, just imagine the blast caused when a 
100-megaton Atomic bomb is exploded; and don’t forget, only a 
tiny amount of the energy bound up in the time element of each 
atom would be released. Now imagine, if you can, what it would be 
like if every atom in the universe tried to occupy the same space at 
the same time. You can see why some scientists might describe it 
as ‘The Big Bang’? 


Time is cyclical, although the cycles may take many billions 
of years. This may explain the theory of reincarnation or life after 
death. The atoms, when they lose their time, also lose their 
function, they are pulled into the Black Hole as individual pieces of 
matter with no direction or purpose. However, they may just 
possess the remnants of a memory, and in years to come, when 
they are re-born, they may, by sheer coincidence, end up in 
another intelligent species who happens to have the same memory 
key and promote within that species a feeling of déja vu, which 
could be misinterpreted as reincarnation. This cyclical nature is 
Time’s only defence mechanism, which it doesn't want to invoke 
too often. 


This brings us back to Adam and Eve and the tree of 
knowledge. This story is poorly understood, even by those who 
wrote it, they received the message, as I am now, but didn’t know 
how to relate it because they didn’t have enough knowledge. The 
message of Adam and Eve is Time’s way of warning us that if we 
acquire too much knowledge, before we are ready to understand 
it, it will destroy us. To believe these ancient stories to be anything 
more than allegorical, in the light of modern philosophy and 
understanding, is to make ignorance a virtue. And to believe that 
we now know everything there is to know is equally delusive. 


yD 


“Time is money...” “Only Time will tell...” “Time is a great 
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yo yo 


healer...” “Time waits for no man...” “No time like the present...” 
“The inaudible and noiseless foot of time...- Shakespeare.” “Time 
discovered Truth... - Seneca.” All the sayings and proverbs we have 
about time sound almost reverential but, until now, very few 
people have put the two together and declared, as I am declaring, 
Time is God! 


Time has no need for the likes of Jesus, or Moses or 
Mohammed or Allah or any of the religious beings or iconology. 
They, like many before and since, have misunderstood the 
message of time; unable to explain the wonders of the universe 
and the diversity of nature, they have replaced Time with God. 
Wondrous, magical and mystical stories have attempted to link 
their creator with miscellaneous figures in history and a whole 
industry has sprung up to monopolise the power and profit that 
comes to whoever can explain the mysteries best. 


Time will carry on regardless of man. We are only the 
superior organic intelligence on this tiny little planet, among the 
vastness of planets in the universe, at this tiny moment in time. 
And clever as we are, we are still a long way from understanding 
all the vagaries of time. 


Man writes books; man creates gods, man philosophises and 
debates ‘Truth’, but in truth; man understands very little. Man, like 
all animals, has intelligence through learning and we are learning 
all the time. Given time we may learn all there is to know, but 
unless we can shake off the shackles of the religious fanatics 
amongst us who seem determined to hasten the ‘End of Time’, we 
may all end up dead whilst we are all still ignorant. 


Religion is the enemy of time. It seeks to destroy its 
magnificent creation and transfer all its credit to a fictitious, 
vengeful, conceited and vainglorious apparition of their 
imagination; an imagination they have inherited from charlatans 
and fraudsters because they are just too damned lazy to imagine 
Divinity for themselves. Religion is the enemy of God! 


I know it is difficult to imagine the beginning of time, the 
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creation of the universe and the eternity of space; so, we’ll take ita 
step at a time. Let’s just go back a mere 3.5 billion years (or for you 
Jews and Christians who still need convincing; about 6010 years, 
give or take a couple of days. Curiously the Muslims also believe in 
Genesis; (where do they get their ideas from?). The atmosphere 
surrounding the earth was vastly different to that which we 
experience today. Volcanic eruptions, earthquakes, tsunami and a 
stratosphere filled with highly toxic chemicals, ash, silicon and 
carbon were the norm; all the elements necessary to promote the 
formation of simple organic compounds, or as scientists like to call 
them, Nucleotides. These nucleotides rained down into the oceans 
and some settled around hot thermal vents, deep in the seas. The 
heat from the vents provided the stimulus for these simple 
nucleotides to combine into nucleic acids; originally probably just 
RNA. Now RNA had a peculiar property, and it stills does have, that 
of being able to replicate itself. 


I’m digressing here away from my remit, so at this point I 
will leave it up to you to investigate for yourself how RNA evolved 
to produce the myriad of living things you see around you today. 
Suffice it to say, you can trace your own history back to a simple, 
common ancestor and just thank your lucky stars you are at the 
end of the human evolutionary twig on the tree of life, you could 
just as easily have been a dandelion. 


You have a very short time on Earth, so don’t waste it 
worrying about where you came from and where you are going, 
I’ve just done that for you. 


1 But, of course, one can never travel forward in time unless pre-determination 
is true, because not even atoms can predict what knowledge they will gain in the future. 
This is where the omnipotence and predetermination of the Ibrahimic god really starts 
to run into trouble. He may have started with all the knowledge of the universe, but even 
God is learning something new every day. 
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